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THE CHAIR IS 
NOT CHEATED 


A Bartling 
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BUY WAR BONDS / 


AND STAMPS 


CCITTER LAQAENTS with 


fresh Eveready Batteries 
pated 





“See, Fido! Like this!” 


“Keep your eye on the Infantry—the doughboy 
does it!” Work for victory and spend your 
earnings on War Bonds. 


“EVEREADY” flashlight batteries are playing a vital 
role in this global war. The Army, Navy, Marines 
and essential war industries require nearly our entire 
production of these dependable, long life batteries. 
Obviously, that leaves a very limited supply for 
civilians. 


However, important new developments have been 
made in “Eveready” flashlight batteries. As soon as 
the war is over you will get all the batteries you E N 
need and they will be even better and more service- 


able than their pre-war predecessors. TRADUNT 





The registered trade-mark “Eveready” distinguishes products of National Carbon Company, Inc. 


To People Who Want to Write 


but can’t get started 





Beginner 
Earns 
$1,819.00 


“Today I received a 
check for $165 for a 
story. Another I sold 
for $34. The other day 
I counted up just how 
much I made previ- 
ously. It amounted to 
$1,620.00. Not bad for 
a beginner, is it?"— 
Mrs. L. L. Gray, 579 
E. McHarg Ave, 
Stamford, Texas, 





Bus Driver 
Sells 
8 Stories 


“Since reporting the 
sale of my first at- 
tempt at a magazine 
article, I have sold 
three others. Also tour 
feature stories were ac- 
cepted by the local 
newspaper. The credit 
1s all yours. When you 
consider that I’m a 
driver for the local dus 
company, you can 
readily see my time is 
well taken up."—Her- 
man R. Bach, Box 113, 
Pacific Grove, Cal, 


-Cinating work. Each week you see new prog- 


. But the first step is to take the Writing Apti- 





Do you have the constant urge to write but the fear that a beginner 
hasn't a chance? Then listen to what the editor of Liberty said on 
this subject: 

“There is more room for newcomers in the writing field today than ever 
before. Some of the greatest of writing men and women have passed from 
the scene in recent years. Who will take their places? Who will be the new 
Robert W. Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipl pling? Fame, dest and 
the happiness of achievement await the new men women of power." 


Writing Aptitude Test — FREE! 


HE Newspaper Institute of America offers a FREE Writing 
Aptitute Test. Its object is to discover new recruits for the army 
of men and women who add to their income by fiction and article 


writing. 


'The Writing Aptitude Test is a simple but expert analysis of your 
latent ability, your powers of observation, imagination, dramatic 
instinct, etc. Not all applicants pass this test. Those who do are 
qualified to take the famous N.LA. course based on the practical 
training given by big metropolitan dailies. 


'This is the New York Copy Desk Method which teaches you to 
write by writing! You develop your individual style instead of trying 
to copy that of others. 


“You "cover" actual assignments such as metropolitan reporters get. 


Although you work at home, on your own time, you are constantly 
guided by experienced writers. It is really fas- 


ress. In a matter of months you can acquire 
the coveted “professional” touch. Then you're 
ready for market with greatly improved 
chances of making sales. 


NOTICE TO 
CANADIANS 


Newspaper Institute's 
operations in Canada 
have been approved 
by the Forelgn Ex- 


Mail the Coupon Now 


change Control Board, 
and to facilitate all 
financial transactions, 
a special permit has 
been assigned to thelr 
account with The Ca» 
nadian Bank of Come 
merce, Montreal. 


tude Test. It requires but a few minutes and 
costs nothing. So mail the coupon now! Make 
the first move towards the most enjoyable and 
profitable occupation—writing for publication! : 
Newspaper Institute of America, One Park 
Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925) 


q Newspaper Institute of America 


One Park Ave, New York 16, N. Y. 
(All correspondence confidential. Na salesman will call on you.) 94-H-€65 





Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing Aptitude Test 
and further information about writing for puite 


m 


Copyright, 1945 Newspaper Institute of America 
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Featured Mystery Novelet 


MOTTO for MURDER 
By FRANK JOHNSON 


When Two Strangers Die Under Startlingly Similar Cir- 
cumstances, Private Detective Rufe Reed and His Aides 
` Take a-Trail of Avarice that Leads to the Sensational 
Exposure of a Sinister Criminal Conspiracy! H 





Another Exciting Complete Novelet 
THE CHAIR IS NOT CHEATED . . . . . . Mel Watt 50 


Dr. Coffin, the Famous Crime Specialist of the Air Waves, is Suddenly Confronted 
with the Grim Menace of Real Murdér! 


Thrilling Short Stories 
PILOTTO MURDERER . . . . . . . . Wah Sheldon 32 


The B-17 Had a Murderéd Tail Gunner and a Spy in Ils Crew 


CLOWN OFDOOM . . . . . . . . John L Benter 39 


Ed Rice Masqiiérades as a Corpse to Nab a Killer 


DEATABYI PROXY iu d ors ^10: MD Orm 8 


Archie McCann Finds Himsélf Pitted Against a Poison Dagger Assassin 


THE WITNESS SHARE 3o; lg ge os 5 be Archibala. 64 
Willie Klump Uses Poker Tactics to Clean Up a Full House of Thieves 








and 
OFFICIAL BUSINESS . . . . . . . . A Department 6 
Where Readers and the Editor Meet 

POPULAR DETECTIVE, published every other month by Better Publications, 1né., 0 East 40th Btreét, New York 
16, N. Y. N. L. MSS lent. Subscription na issues), $1.20; single X $.10. and Canadian ge eg- 
tra. Reentered s one -class d April 14, 1938, at the Post ‘Office at New York, N, Y., under the Act of March 3, 
1879. right, , by Better Publications, inc, In communic: panied with this magazine, please include your zone 
ni any. Man pts will not be returned unless ver by je pare Btarmped envelopes ai sub- 
mitted at the author's risk., N a ae characters used in, s IR end semi-fiction articles are fictitious. 1f the Bamé 

of any Wee 
Read our compan magazine: Ming Ais" ‘Thrilling, Rench Stories i Popular "W Wore stiles. Thrilling Pystory 
Novel, Thri hint Sports, Thrillin The watt ng Bateative "thrilling Football, P P Vra pular Love, ses 

- Football, Popular 6, Texas G.Men Det hters, "rhe? Pha anton 


K day Astrol West. elective a Bl Magazine, Masked PRider 4^ Reine TX wW tarn, Rom Rio Rig Western, 
Starti! Cros: ten 
B cag ot ar Mon eA ae T cd in the U.S.A, 


I send you Soldering Equipment and 
Radio Parts; show you how to do Radio 
soldering to mount and connect 


you n got pacis to build this Vacuum Tube 
make changes which give 

ence with packs of many kinds; 

correct power pack troubles. 


m ex 
earn 


Early in my course I show you how to 
build this N.R.I. Tester with parts I send. 
It soon Beine you fix neighborhood Radios 
and earn EXTRA money in spare time. 


Building this A. M. Signal Generator 
gives you more valuable experience. It 
d IE DC CUM E 
many tes d experiments, 


signals for 





You get parts to build Radio Circuits; 
ben test them; see how they work; learn 
ow to design’ special circuits; how to 
locate and repair circuit defects, 


You build this Su irhetetodyne Receiver 
which brings in local and distant sta- 
tions—and gives you pe experience to 
help you win success in Radio.  ' 


KNOW RADIO -Mix Succese 


i Will Train You. at Home 


Send the coupon for my FREE 64- 
page book, “Win Rich Rewards in 
Radio." See how knowing Radio can 
give you security, a prosperous future. 
Read how N.R.I. trains you at home. 
Read how you practice building, test- 
ing, repairing Radios with SIX BIG 
KITS of Radio Parts I send you. 

* 


Future for Trained Men Is Bright 
in Radio, Television, Electronics 


The Radio Repair business is boom- 
ing NOW. Fixing Radios pays good 
money as a spare time or full time 
business. Trained Radio Technicians 
also find wide-open opportunities- in 
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, in 
Broadcasting, Radio Manufacturing, 
Public Address work, ete. Think of the 
boom coming when new Radios can be 


. My Course Includes Training in 
TELEVISION @ ELECTRONICS 


FREQUENCY MODULATION 





made! Think of even greater oppor- 
tunities when Television, FM, Elec- 
tronics, can be offered to the public! 


Many Beginners Soon Make $5, 
$10 a Week EXTRA in Spare Time 


The day you enroll I start sending 
EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS to 
help you make EXTRA money fixing 


MR. J. E. SMITH, Prosident, Dept. SFOS 


paeem 


Nationa! Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book: “Win Rich 
Rewards in Radio,” QNo salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 





City &eeeee eee tht Zone seese Stato sesso 


Radios in spare time while learning. 
MAIL COUPON for FREE 64-page 
book. It's packed with facts about op- 
portunities for you. Read about my 
Course. Read letters from men I 
trained, telling what they are doing, 
earning. MAIL COUPON in envelope 
or paste on penny postal. J. E. SMITH, 
President, Dept. 5F09, National Radio 
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio 
School, Washington 9, D. C. 

Our 3tst Year of 
Training Men for 
Success in Radio 











AJOR Amos Black came back from the 
wars a hero, Hé was met and pounded 
on the back and shouted at by his old 

friends and brother officers of the police force 
which he had left for the army. 

“Boy, does he look good!” someone shóuüted. 

Amos Black had a little wry grin for that. 
If he looked good it was a mistake. Hé was 
still a pretty sick man. The shell that had 
thrown him fifteen feet into the air had left 
its marks. He had nightmares in which he 
dreamed of Nazis, of bursting shells, bayofiets 

- and exploding grenades. Hé woke up screám- 
ing, fighting, thrashing, wild with the horror 
of battle. 

Yet he hoped he was well enough to get his 
old job back as police detective. It had been 
promised when he left and Tom Fleming, cap- 
tain of detectives, was a man whose word was 


i good. 
Bad News! 


Amos Black had a rude awakening. A new 
administration was in power. An overfed 
. politician named Rawlinson was now Police 
* Commissioner and his brother-in-law Tierney 
> held down Fleming’s job a8 Captain of detec- 


emen 


tives, though Tierney bore the title of Lieu- . 


tenant. 

Black went to see Rawlinson who made only 
the slightest effort at politeness. He made a 
few inquiries as to Black’s health, intimating 
that the veteran should be in a hospital. Thén: 

“Pye got some bad news for you. You ate 
:no longer connected with this department. I 
can't use a man Who might be seriously af- 

fected if a gun wert off near him." 
. A pudgy hand waved in dismissal and Black 
“found himself outside, shaking with impotent 
tage. There was nothing he could do, no one 
«to whotn he could protest. At last he gave it 
“up and went to seek Tom Fleming at his home. 
A widower, Fleming livéd alone. He greeted 
Amos Black in the rough hearty way that was 
$0 much a part of him. Without further ado, 
he insisted that Black stay with him. They 
‘had much to talk about, includitig thé cérrupt- 
ness of the new administration and thé care 
they took to see that neither Fleming nor 
! Black were connected with the police depart- 
: ment. \ 


OFFICIAL BUSINESS 


A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 
AND THE EDITOR MEET 


Amos Biack had one of his nightmares that 
night. He awoke in a tangle of bedclothes, 
drenchéd with sweat, to find Tom Fleming 
shaking him. 

"Thé fellow next door called the cops,” 
Fleming grinned. “We’ll just close the win- 
dow so he won't get the heebiés again and 
you go right back to sleep and bump off a few 
more Nazis." 


Sudden Murder Stalks! 


Black drifted back to sleep. When he Woke 
again, someone was shaking him. He loóked 
up—into the face of Police Lieutenant Gus 

ierney. 

“Get your clothes on, Black,” Tierney said. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Come into the next room, You'll see." 

Throwing a bathrobe around him, Black 
followéd the detective into the next room. 
'Thén hé stopped. The róom was a shambles. 
Blood was everywhere, the furniture was 
smashed and battered atid upset. 

“Tom!” Black criéd in horfor. 

Tierney took him downstairs. In front of 
a smashed door lay Tom Fleming. Hé had 
been stábbed about twenty times. 

Tierney was cool about it, even considéráte. 

“You killed him all right," hé said. "There's 
only one set of prints on the knife and they'll 
be yours. But you're hot a murderef, you're a 
Sick man, Black, Lét’s get down tö Hhéad- 
quartéts and call in a doctor and see what's 


what, eh?" 
One Tough Spot! 


The doctor's verdict was that Amos Black 
belonged in a hospital. Oh, for fivé or six 
years maybe. Amos got in then. A nice frame 
to get rid of him and Fleming both. They 
couldn't burn him, for he was a war hero, but 
they could put him quietly away and that was 
just as good. A 

The frame made him $o sore that his con- 
seience didn't bother him at all over the ex- 
pért, qüick, Commando job of throttling he 
did on Tiérhey. He left the lieutenant uñ- 
conscious on his cell bed, took his gün and 
keys and quietly let himself out. They weré 

(Contínuéd on page 78) 
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LEARNED QUICKLY AT ROME 


“J didn't dream I could actually 

learn to play without a teacher. 

Now, when I play for people sd 
hardiy believe that 

learned to play so woli 
in so short a time.” 
3H, C, Sp Calif, 





WOULDN'T TAKE 
$1000 FOR COURSE 


“The lessons are so simple that 
anyone can understand them. I have 
learned to play by note in a little 


more than a month. I wouldn't 
take a thousand dollars for my 
course.’ 








*8. E, A., Kansas City, Mo. 









IMAGINE THEIR JOY 


WHEN THEY FOUND 


THEY COULD PLAY 
This easy as A.B.C. way! 


PLAYS OW RADIO 


“As a proud student I can't keep from telling 
you that rs a result of my course I have @ 
eod position playing ,from KTHS, Hot Springs, 
rk., every moming, 

E gi $J. 5., Okla. 


& $ 





PLAYS AT DANCES 


“I have comp! jess 
your course 
your lessons 
been most satis- 
factory. I can play 
all of the popular 
songs. I have also 
earned money 
playing at 
dances," 

*E. N. J., 

New York. 


"YOU CANT BEAT IT!" 


“Tf am glad to tell anyone about 





the U. S. School, It is just what 
they say it is and they will do 
what they say they will. Ifyou want 
to learn music you can't beat iti” 
$W, E, D4 N. Mex. 


Thousands Have Learned to Play for Less Than 7c a Day 


J HAT instrument would you like to play? We'll show you 
Y how you can learn to play it—quickly, easily, in spare 

time at home for less than SEYEN CENTS A DAY! N-ver 
mind if you don’t know one note of music from another—don't 
worry about ''special talent.” 





The truth of the matter is that thousands now play who never 
thought they coulc! Yes, men and women ey rywhere are enjoying 
the thrilling satisfaction of playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxo- 
phone or other favorite instrument. Some of them are playing in 
orchestras and over the radio; others are teaching music, making 


NOTICE 


Please do not confuse the 
U. 8. School of Musio 
method with any syst 
of teaching music y 
ear" or by trick charts, 
Our method teaches you 
to play by actual notes 





€ You'll 





learn to play 
ment. Don’t doubt; 
Send for the fascinating 


++. not by any “trick” 
or number system. You 
are able to pick up any 
piece of regular sheet mu- 
sic and play by note. And 
once you've learned to 
play Ly note it's just like 


learning your  A-B-C's, coupon NOW. 
Jt never leaves you—you 


remember it for life, 





tures by professtonal models, 


SEND FOR FREE m» 
PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE 


open your eyes when you 
find how quickly and easily you can 
your favorite 


booklet that answers all your ques- 
tions; let the f-ee Print and Picture 
Sample show you how this mcthod 
actually works. If interested, mail the 


* Actual pupils’ names on request. Pic- 


mon-y in spare or full time. And thousands are playing for their 
own enjoyment and the entertaininent of their friends. 

It 4ll came about whem they wrote to the U. S. School of Musia 
for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it is to learn musio 
at home this modern way. No tedious sesles, no tiresome exercises. 
You learn to play by playing—start right in almost at once with 
the melody of a simple tune! It takes only a few minutes a day 
and the cost is trifling; you save the expense of a private teacher, 
Does it sound too good to be true? Mail the coupon and get the 
FREE PROOF! (Our forty-seventh year—Est. 1898.) U. S, School of 
Music, 2046 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 





SUCCESSFUL 477H YEAR 





I 
| U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
1 2946 Brunswick Bidg., New York 10, N. Y. 
i I am interested in music study, particularly in the 
M instrument checked below, Please send me your frec 1 
instru- i illustrated booklet, How to Leam Music at Home.” $ 
X " 
esi Piano Saxophone Modern Elementary 
don s hesitate. | Guitar Trumpet, Cornet oj nora Li 
illustrated | Hawailan Guitar Reed Organ Practical Rlagae ocd 
| Violin Tenor Banjo Control } 
| Piano Accordion Mandolin Other Instrument j 
| Have you Instrument?.....cccesccceccsccessecs - 
i Name ....ee emeret iter nnn | 
i ) (Please Print) 1 
I Address tee eee ee ee ras 1 
[Gib Se avis Eg aa $8 179208 a 4C CREM Ra iw aE SE 
| NOTE: If you are under 16 years parent must sign cou, . d 


vero ul 


Save 2c—Stick coupon on penny postcard. ` 


L--- 


High School Course 


CIS eu A Many Finish in 2 Years 
Go as rapidly 
equivalent to 


i ery. T van 
E ea V be handicapped ai 


n School, Dept. H-AS8, Drexol at 58th, Chicago 37 


OnThe Job! 


» » .Up;to the minute. 
gaor 6,000 electrical 
acts— wiring diagrams: 
tial electrical formulas — latest 
code rules, tables, charts and 
methods Indes Indus 
lectronics data. It's& 


gold-mine of practical, down-to- 
earth helps and ideas to save 


SE Catalog and Eyé Chart. Write today. § 
Take advantage. of big money savings, Wo 
repair broken glasses. Fill prescriptions, 
MODERN STYLE SPECTACLES, INC, 
53 W. Jackson Bivd.; Dept. M-25, Chicago, tl, 






every d 
A wae 7 inches, 
- TES cover to stand hard usage. 


SEE IT FREE! 


See this book FREE for 7 days at 
my expense. If you decide you don’t 
want to keep it, Bond it FECE sad 

" owe nothing. ou keep the 
Conk P pay oni $2.78 after 7 days” 
FREE examination. 


Hotels Call for Trained Men 


You éan qualify at home in spare time. 
Thotisands of Lewis Graduates, both young 
and mature, holding preferred positions 
everywhere. Get out of routine work into 
this fast-growing field offering sound, sub- 
stantial present and postwar opportunities, 
fine living, luxurious surroundings: Pre- 
vious experience proved unnecessary. Reg- 
istration in Lewis National Placement 
Service FREE of extra cost. Send today 


. 
pou , Bend 
e "us mi do not 
t and owe USELIE I keep it 
pay $2.75 within 7 days and the book is mine. 
PN 
§ ADDRESS. LLL e s 


Zone. — STATE. 





o pax postman cash price shown fl vé oti deliver for Free Book. 
deae r lee ce ccn id B OU ed. LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL 


Room DM:949 Washington 7, D; C. 


VERY time you go to the store 
E take along a basket or a shopping 
bag of some permanent container, 
roomy enough to carry your purchases 
home anwrapped. 


Under no circumstances ask for, or 
accept, unnecessaty paper wrappings 
from the storekeepét, 


per Holiday" in Your Com- 
» are being conducted with great 


i t one 
country over. Suggest | 
the ry local municibal 


Get Back of the “Pu 


EE i y, epaper Holidays 
Don't burn or ruin, wasté of destroy — keit and cities 


a single scrap of papet atound yout jo the merchant you buy from, ana your 
home, store or office. Collect it, save |. autboritics 
it, and call yout local salvage group. 


They will call for it if you ask them to. (put 
, 


Remember— every scrap of paper you don’t se, and every PAPER iS 
scrap you do save means just so much rhoré ammunition WAR POWER ^ T 
for Victory. Use Less Paper Save All Wastepaper 


This advertisement eontributed by this publication and prepared by the 
War Advertising Counéll ih cooperation with the W.P. B, end the O.W.1. 


E 
" 





Learn by Doing! 
Use real Radio 
Equipment Fyrnished 

with your Course 


Experience 

is the best 

L: teacher. You 
learn by ex- 
rience with 
he exclusive 
National 
Shop - Method 
of Home 
Training—actually 
circuits and do experi- 
the big kits of.standard 





build man 
ments wi 
radio parts included in your train- 
ing equipment at no extra cost to 


ou, 

Build a superhetero- 
dyne receiver. Make 
tests and conduct ex- 
periments that show 
you the why and how 
of electronics. Build 
an audio oscillator, 
signal generators and 
other instruments 
with the parts and 
supplies included in your course. 


"E, M." Means Future Money 


Frequency Modulation (F. M.) is 

"E here to stay. 
"Thousands of 
F. M. licenses 
have been 
granted by the 


al over the 
country. Learn 
what this 
means to you. 









Get ready for TELEVISION. 
RADI 


Get your share of the 
SERVICE Business. Here is a 
sensationally improved way for 


you to get the right training—a 
thoroughly proved system where« 
by you study in spare time— 
odd hours, even minutes—and 
have the advantage of actual 
shop experience behind you. 

This exclusive shop method of 
home training comes to you right 
from one of the world's greatest 
vocational educational centers— 
the resident training shops and 
experimental laboratories of Na- 
tional Schools. It is the sound, 
practical training based on ace 
tual experience of qualified ine 
structors and engineers who have 
prepared thousands of National 
graduates now employed in the 
radio industry. 

It is up-to-date—matches the 
prog constantly being made 
n modern radio, television and 
electronics. It is time tested. 
National Schools has been train- 
ing men for higher pay and great- 
er opportunity for more than a 
third of à century. Fil! out and 
mail the coupon below for details. 


Shop Method Training Wins Good Jobs 


“My latest offer 
was $5,800.00 as 
Radio Photo Engi- 
neer . . . but I’m 
doing well where I 
am now engaged. I 
am deeply indebted 
ph G io. DRM Ue, 

rumich, Lake Hiawa! 
New Jersey. id tn, 

*'Due to my train- 
tng at National I 
‘Was selected to ine 
Struct in the labora- 
tory work of Navy 
Rd We aie R. 

- rig] cke 
foot, Idaho. 








“I believe Na- 
tional offers the 
best course to be 

^». . Keep. up 
the good work.''— 
O. K, Ivey, Wash« 
ington, D. C, 


Read what hundreds of other 
enthusiastic students have writ- 
ten about National Training. 
Send in your coupon today. S 





o Be Sure 


in Post-War 


Now, right now, is 

time to prepare 
for SUCCESS AND 
SECURITY in the 
great expansion after 
the war. The fleld is 
wide open. Trained 
men will get the pref- 
erence in the broad- 
casting stations—in 
industry—will make 
quick progress with 
small capital in their 
own business. Soldiers, 
sailors and marines 
make use of your free 
time to get ready for 
the future. Study while 
in uniform. Thousands of 
in the armed forces have 





still 
men 
trained at National Schools un« 
der U. $. Government sponsore 
ship. 


See for Yourself 


Now, right now, is the time 
to grasp the great opportunity of 
today—a successful career for to- 
morrow, Get into the big money, 
rapid advancement, a position 
importance, A BUSINESS OF 
YOUR OWN. The industry is cry- 
ing for trained men everywhere. 
A rapidly expanding business— 
probably the greatest in indus- 
trial history—holds out the prom- 
ise of a rich future—prosperous 
security. But to win ít you must 
be ready. Well-trained men ONLY 
are wanted, 


NATIONAL SCHOOLS 


__ ROS ANGELES 37, CALIFORNIA EST.1905 
MAIL OPPORTUNITY COUPON FOR QUICK ACTION 





i National Schools, Dept. 6-Tà 
| 

B wan me 
sample lesson of your course. 
on me. 

Ë NAME oorsee 
j ADDRESS 4, 
J CITY .. 


fanu 














Send for FREE Lesson 
and Prove to Yourself How 
Quick and Easy You Get 
Ahead in Radio by the NEW 


SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING 


4000 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 37, California 
(Mail in envelope or paste on penny post card) 
FREE the two books mentioned in your ad incrudi 

I understand no salesman will 












Examine the National Shop Method 
of Home Training carefully. Be con- 
vinced, Study the lesson we will send 
you FREE. No obligation of any sort. 
Fill out the coupon and mail it today. 


Bic Books FREE! 


rn for yourself just how. easy 
SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING gives 

he practical, down-to-earth 
experience you can never, ger 


from theory alone, 









g^ 
Dees iceman eaten 


eve AGE sssssses 


W'rERLUNG LOOK LADIES! 


SEDE then act before 


Silver-Plated — the sell-out 
SET OF 3 TEASPOONS 


Plated with Pure Sterling Silver on Reinforced Steel Base 


POST PAID TAX FREE 
Limit of 2 Sets c 
(6 Teaspoons]' P 
to a customer 















A REAL BARGAIN THRILL! 
Think of it! 3 Sterling Silver Plated Tea- 
spoons for only 50c Tax Free! Glorious 
Teaspoons of long-life quality, sparkling 
beauty-and exquisite pattern designed to 
harmonize with any set you now own. 
Heavily silver plated overall. Uncondi- 
tionally guaranteed to give satisfaction. 


Mi yon 


Reo A 














. | NATIONAL NOVELTIES, Dept. TBVI — Limit of 6 pieces of 1 

„Sensational, | 608 South Dearborn St.—Chicago 5, Ill. each to a customer, || 
Build-A-Set i 2 ; IY. 

Thrift PI I am enclosing payment in full for Sterling Silver Plated i 

r an ] Tableware itemized below. Please rush Tax-Free and Poste 1 

rene paid. Money back without question if dissatisfied. 

Silver Plated i Teaspoons (D 3 for 50c ^ Forks @ 3for$l | 

Tableware - ———Soup Spoons @ 3 for $1 Knives @ 2 for $1 | 
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MOTTO FOR MURDER 


By FRANK JOHNSON 


When Two Strangers Die Under Startlingly Similar Circumstances, 
Private Detective Rufe Reed and His Aides Take a Trail of Avarice that 
Leads to the Sensational Exposure of a Sinister Criminal Conspiracy! 


CHAPTER I 
Slaughter of the Innocent 


Criminal Courts Building the judge’s 
voice echoed with befitting solemnity: 

“Gentlemen of the jury, have you reached 
a verdict?" 

“We have, Your Honor.” The foreman 
smiled a little. Bill Willis wondered what 
that smile meant. Hope for him? Or satis- 
faction at duty well done? 

He stood with clasped hands before the 


| E THE big somber courtroom of the 
o 


judge's bench, his angular face expression- 
less. Devore, his lawyer, a handsome, force- 
ful man of forty, with John L. Lewis eye- 
brows which could bristle at a recalcitrant 
witness, stood beside him. 

"The defendant, will face the jury," the 
judge said. 

Willis turned. The foreman smiled again. 

*We, the jury, find the prisoner not guilty." 

Sound broke in the court-room, and there 
was lightning display of flash bulbs. The 
judge's gavel cut the tumult short. 

“William Willis, this Court has seldom 
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concurred in a jury’s verdict with more 

Aaa You are a free man, and it is to 
hoped that you will have no bitter mem- 

ories of your unfortunate experience." 

The Me broke out again as the judge 
rose. Reporters swarmed forward and fell 
upon Wilke X 

*Mr. Willis, were you afraid of being con- 
victed ?" 
se Willis turned somber eyes on the ques- 
tioner. 

“Only a fool is never afraid,” he said. 

The reporter, slightly baffled, let Willis go, 
staring after him. 

. *He's scared," he muttered. 
guy is scared !" 

Willis reached the top of the granite steps 
which led to the street. He looked up at 
the sun and at the busy traffic. Then he 
stepped out of the building with Devore be- 
hind him. 

A light delivery truck that had been parked 
at the curb pulled out and rolled away. Wil- 
lis never saw it. Nor did he see the slender 
barrel of a rifle poked through the glassless 
window in the back. No one saw it: And 
in the muffled boom of traffic, no one heard 

.the whiplike crack a .22 special makes. It 
is doubtful that Willis heard or even felt 
anything. A high velocity bullet through the 
temple is faster than a man's nerve reflexes. 


H5 feet faltered on the steps like a man 

suddenly sick. Then, even as Devore 
made a startled grab for him, Willis pitched 
in an arm-tossing heap to the bottom. 

Face gray with fright, Devore scuttled 
down the steps, turned Willis over. Blood 
oozed from a wound in his head. A woman 
screamed, and the inevitable New York 
crowd began to hurry and push about the 
lawyer who knelt helplessly with the dead 
man’s head in his arms. 

Detective-lieutenant Hogan pushed his 
way authoritatively through the crowd. He 
saw at a glance the man was dead and his 
searching eyes darted over the crowd. A 
trafic policeman hurried from the corner. 

“Get this crowd back,” Hogan ordered. 

The bluecoat stepped up on the curb, then 
stopped, bent down and picked up something. 

“What is it?” Hogan elbowed him. “Homi- 
cide Squad,” he added, showing his badge. 

The traffic officer handed over an oblong 
of yellow ‘cloth, embroidered with thread. 
A sampler. Hogan remembered his mother 
working on the things, embroidering mot- 
tos like “God Bless Our Home” and “Friend- 
ship Makes Friends.” She'd had them hang- 
ing all over the walls. In his room the 
sampler had read, “The Devil Finds Work 
For Idle Hands.” 

But this one was different. The embroid- 
ery was in scarlet and the words were omi- 
nous. 

"'Blood For Blood," Hogan muttered. 


“Now the 
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He stuffed the sampler into his pocket and 
began firing orders. In two minutes the 
street was cleared, the body of William Wil- 
lis moved and the shaken Devore sent home 
in a police cruiser. Hogan went back into 
the court-room and talked to the judge. 

When he came out he flagged a taxi and 
gave Willis’ home address. Ostensibly his 
purpose was to break the sad news to Willis’ 
wife. His real purpose was to find out why 
she hadn’t been present on the last day of 
the trial. Surely she should have been, for 
an event as important as that in her life. 

But Hogan discovered that her reason for 
staying at home was unimpeachable. Wil- 
liam Willis had been on trial for killing her 
father. The double blow—her father’s death, 
her husband’s arrest—had crushed her. She 
was in bed. Hogan had the unpleasant task 
of adding the third blow. He drove away 
from the house feeling a little like a mur- 
derer himself. 

Scare headlines on the front pages and 
pictures of the sampler crowded the war 
news for a few days. Then, when nothing 
happened, the murder sensation died out and 
a week later few remembered it. 

One man did. Arthur Medford, waiting 
for the jury's verdict on a similar charge of 
murdering the father of his own wife. Lieu- 
tenant Hogan found the coincidence fasci- 
nating. Medford and Willis, charged with 
the same crime. And Medford had the same 
lawyer, Devore. Furthermore, there was as 
much doubt about Medford's guilt as there 
had been about Willis’. ... 

Devore carefully placed his immaculately- 
clad self on a wooden chair in the barred . 
room off the court-room to which Medford 
had been taken under guard when the jury 
had retired. Medford paced up and down with 
nervous, jerky steps. 

*Sit down," Devore said, lighting a ciga- 


rette. “Be calm like me. The jury’s con- 
vinced. I saw it in their eyes after my 
summation.” 


Medford sighed. “You were good. But— 
how! can you be sure? You never know 
what's in a juror's mind." 

“Yow re innocent, aren’t you? Stop wor- ' 
rying.” 

“Sure, stop worrying,” Medford said nerv- 
ously. “Even if I'm acquitted—remember 
what happened to Willis?” 

“Are you worrying about that now?” De- 
vore shook his head. “There’s no connection 
between Willis and you. You told me you 
didn’t even know him.” 

“I don’t. But that sampler—” 

“Crackpot stuff,” Devore said, as though 
his own voice were reassurance. 

“Sure, crackpot stuff,” Medford said, shiv- 
vering. 

A bailiff opened the door. 

“Okay, Medford—jury’s coming in.” 

Medford turned, his face blanching. 











È “Drop it, mug, or we'll cut you in half” a voice rasped : ; 
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The bailiff was moved to unaccustomed 
kindness. 

"It's okay,” he said. They're smiling. 
They don't do that when they're sending a 
man to the chair." 

Dazedly Medford heard the jury free him 
and listened to the judge's final words. He 
scarcely felt Devore's hand on his shoulder, 
or heard the attorney's congratulations. He 
was free. And yet remembering what had 
happened to Willis, he almost wished he were 
not walking out of there. 


HEN he reached the court-house 
. steps he looked at the free sky and 
the sun as Willis had done. Devore, on his 
left, was trying to be nonchalant, but Lieu- 
tenant Hogan, on his right, was making no 
pretense. His hand was plunged deep in his 
side pocket, and Medford did not need to 
be told it gripped a gun. 

Nothing happened. Medford | walked 
. down the steps and into a taxicab. An hour 
hour later the cab drew up before his subur- 
ban home and his wife ran down the walk 
with the tears streaming from her eyes. 
Medford hung onto her like a drowning 
man. Lonely as he had been, he had in- 
sisted she stay home, fearing that the trial 
would be too much for her. And today, 
especially, he had not wanted her too near 
if an attempt should be made on his life in 
case of acquittal, as it had been in Willis’ 
case—successfully. 

Hogan discreetly looked up into the trees 
. while husband and wife embraced. 

"Congratulations, Mrs. Medford," he said. 
“I didn't think your husband killed your 
father, even though I had to tag him with 
it. He had to go through it to clear him- 
self and now he has." 

“The police have been splendid," Attorney 
Devore said. "You're all right now, Med- 
ford, so we will go." ; 

"Thanks for everything," Medford said as 
Devore and Hogan climbed back into the cab. 
"All the money in the world can never re- 
pay you for what you've done for me." 

Devore spread his hands eloquently and 
smiled as the cab moved off. ... 

Arthur Medford was a popular man. That 
night his friends threw a gala party for him. 
In a small banquet room at a midtown hotel 
they shot the works from oysters to cham- 


- pagne. 


Devore sat at Medford's right. On his left 
was Charlie Irwin, Medford's partner in a 
real estate and insurance firm. 

Irwin was an affable, ruddy-cheeked man 
about ten years older than Medford. He 
was demonstrative and highly affected by his 
partner's release. When attected he tended 
toward speech-making, delivered in a boom- 
ing baritone and crammed with platitudes. 

“All of us here are Art's friends," he be- 
. gan eagerly when speech-making time ar- 





rived. “We stood by him through this mess 
because we knew darned well he couldn’t 
hurt a fly." Everybody there knew that, but 
Irwin said it as though making an important 
discovery. “We’re dog-goned proud of Art 
for the courage he’s showed. So—a toast to 
Art Medford!” 

All dutifully raised their glasses and drank. 
Irwin beamed. 

“Now a toast to Olivia, his wife. She stood 
by him, even though—er—ah—it was hard 
to bear the gossip and scandal" He had 
almost mentioned her father's murder, but 
caught himself in time. That wouldn't have 
been tactful! "Here's to Olivia Medford, 
a real-life heroine!” ` 

They drank to her too.. Then a waiter 
presented a silver tray with a bell cover to 
the speaker which Irwin in turn set before 
Arthur Medford, talking ail the time. 

“A little token,” Irwin explained. “We all 


chipped in. Go on, Art—uncover it! It 
ain't much, but... Art! What's the imat- 
ter?" 


Arthur Medford staggered to his feet, his 
chair falling over backward. In his hands 
was a sampler, embroidered in blazing scar- . 
let with the words all had read before. 


BLOOD FOR BLOOD 


"It this is a joke," Medford said through 
white lips, “it’s a mighty poor one." 

"Who put that there?" Irwin demanded 
incredulously. “We bought you a wrist- 
watch! It cost a hundred and fifty bucks!” 

The wrist-watch was there. But Arthur 
Medford didn’t see it. His lips were work- 
ing, though no words would come. His eyes 
seemed like frozen jelly in his gray face. 
Then he fell across the table and his cham- 
pagne glass, knocked over, sent out a little 
straw-colored wave which quickly was soaked 
into the tablecloth. 


CHAPTER II 
Hogan Has a Visitor 


ETECTIVE - LIEUTEN- 
ANT Hogan was a tired 
man as he fitted a key 
into the door of his bach- 
elor. apartment. In the 
Homicide Bureau a man . 
becomes accustomed to 
death, but even Hogan's 
nerves were a little frayed 
by the manner in which 
Willis and Medford had 
been struck down. 

He opened the door and 
sent one hand toward the light switch. Be- 
fore it got there he changed its direction 
abruptly, whipping it toward his hip holster. 
Deep in the room he saw a little glowing red 
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eye and smeiled tobacco smoke. One hand 
shot up with the gun in his fist while with 
his other he flipped the switch. Light 
flooded the room. ; 

“Rufe!” Hogan said explosively. “Some 
day you’re going to get hurt with these kid 
stunts of yours!” He slammed his gun down 
angrily. 

Rufus Reed, private investigator, sitting 
in Hogan’s big easy chair, stretched out his 
legs and yawned. 

“What did you want me to do, Ben?” he 
asked. “Stand out in the hall waiting for 
you?” 

“Who gave you a key?” Hogan demanded, 
wheeling with his coat half off. 

Reed shrugged. "That's not such a good 
lock, I guess.” 

Hogan grunted, on his way to the bath- 
room to wash-up. From his attitude it might 
not have been guessed that he and Reed 
were the best of friends; college mates, in 
fact. Hogan, serious, studious, a discipli- 
narian of himself as well as others, had nat- 
urally gravitated to the regular police force. 
Reed, no less interested in crime but more 
brilliant, headstrong and erratic, and chafing 
at discipline, had preferred being a private 
detective. They remained friends and fre- 
quently helped one another. 

Hogan came back and dropped heavily into 
a chair opposite Reed. 

"I'm bushed," he said. “Had a heck of a 
day. After losing Willis that way—now 
Medford. The Commissioner will be squawk- 
ing for action in his quaint way." 

"Precisely why I am here," Reed declared. 
“You need help, don't you? Tell me what 
the papers didn't print." 

“They had most of it, I guess. William 
Willis was arrested for killing his father-in- 
law with a rifle. They'd had arguments, 
pretty hot ones too, but who's to say whether 
they were bad enough to do murder over? 
The gun belonged to Willis, but that was 
not conclusive. Anyone can pick up a gun 
known to be in a man's house. His alibi 
was weaker than Nazi acorn coffee." 

"But he was acquitted," Reed murmured. 

"Yes, circumstantial evidence was not 
good enough. His wife stuck by him loy- 
all, even though it was her father who'd 
been killed. His friends all gave him an ex- 
cellent character. So the jury thought he'd 
been framed although there wasn't a scrap of 
evidence to show who might have done it. 
They freed him and on his way out of court 
he was knocked off by a rifle bullet, like his 
supposed victim. And that sampler with 
‘BLOOD FOR BLOOD’ was apparently 
dropped almost on his body." 

"Suggesting revenge," Reed said musingly. 

"Yes. Now who would be taking re- 
venge on Willis if—as the assumption seems 
to be—he was really guilty? His wife?" 

“You mean his wife's backing him up in 


public was just a front, that secretly she ar- 
ranged to have him killed, believing him 
guilty of killing her father?" 

"Why not?" Hogan demanded 

“Why not indeed?" Reed smiled. “I dare- 
say it’s been done. But what a tangled, in- 
tricate web of emotions that spins! Why 
not denounce the man and testify against 
him? Why defend him, get him released, 
and then—” 

“How do I know?” Hogan growled. 

“What about the other man—Medford?” 
asked Reed. 

“He was poisoned, as the papers reported, 
at a congratulatory dinner given him by his 
friends. And another sampier turned up, 
smack in the silver dish on which they’d 
placed a watch as a gift.” 

“You think his wife had anything to do 
with that?” 

“Well, it’s always a possibility. But my 
hunch is that Olivia Medford is straighter 
goods than Lorna Willis. She grieved for her 
father as though it would break her heart, 
buf she fought for her husband like a ti- 
gress.” 

“Olivia Medford's father was poisoned, 
wasn't he?" asked Reed. 

“Yes.” : 

“So each accused man, upon being ac- 
quitted, was killed by the. same means he 
was supposed to have used to commit the 
crime. Willis’ father-in-law was killed with 
a rifle—Willis was killed with a rifle. Olivia 
Medford's father was poisoned, and Arthur 
Medford was poisoned. And the samplers 
were left as direct warning that this was 
retribution.” 

“That’s what it seems like.” 

“Ben, do you think either Willis or Med- 
ford was guilty?” 


OGAN shook his head. 
“No.” 

“Then someone else killed their fathers- 
in-law. The question now arises—were these 
earlier killings just a method of striking at 
Willis and Medford? Or did Willis and 
Medford just get the frame hung on them 
to avoid suspicion pointing at the real mur- 
derer? In other words, who were the primal 
victims—Willis and Medford, or their fa- 
thers-in-law?” : : 

“I don't know," Hogan said. “The fa- 
thers-in-law were both rich—" 

“Look,” Reed interrupted. “We’ve lumped 
these two crimes together because of their 
similarity. But was there any connection 
between Willis and Medford?” 

“No. They didn’t even know each other.” 

“Then the only common bond is the 
ng They were alike?” 

“Exactly. We went over them with a fine- 
tooth comb, but they’re common stuff. The 
backgrounds and thread can be bought in 


-any dry-goods store.. Can't be traced." 


* 





16 POPULAR DETECTIVE 


“Yet there’s a suggestion of a link,” Reed 
said. “You sure those men didn’t know each 
other?” 

“I have only their own words for it." 

*Better check." 

"It's being done. Here's another angle. 
Though the older men were rich, it seems 
that Willis and Medford were not leeches. 
Both preferred to make their own way and 
not try to get anything out of their in-laws. 
That's what some of the quarrels were about 
in Willis’ case. The old man wanted him to 
come into his business—owns a chain of 
hardware stores." 

"Did you find out how the sampler came 
to be on Medford's silver serving dish?" 
Reed asked. 

“Not a hint. The waiter swears he put the 
watch there, put the cover on, and carried 
it right in to the toast-master who at once 
set it down in front of Medford. The watch 
was there all right, but it was on the sampler 

-and the waiter says the sampler wasn't there 
when he put the watch on the dish. Medford 
never saw the watch. The poison in his 
glass had begun to work by that time." 

"It's a lulu.” Reed grinned. “Bet you're 
glad you called me in.” 

“I called you! Why you—you couldn't 
catch a cold in a blizzard. I'll have to tell 
you the answer when I get it, same as 
always.” 

Reed shook hands with him gravely. 

“Thanks, pal,” he said. “I’ll now go out 
and do a little of that extra-legal gumshoeing 
which the police don’t dare to do, But which 
gets results, cookie. And to show you I’m 


a generous guy, I'll pool everything I find. 


out—if you'll do the same.” 

“Okay.” 

“There, ahem—remains the little matter of 
compensation for my time and services. All 
right with you if I manage to get a fee from 
somebody in this case?” 

“I don’t care if you get a fee from all of 
them,” Hogan growled. “Now get out of 
here and let me get some sleep!” 

Outside, Rufe Reed caught a taxi and went 
back to his office in the midtown Forties off 
Broadway. He liked the noise and turmoil 
of this, the greatest entertainment district in 
the world, the crowds of people out for fun, 
the soldiers and sailors and girls. In fact 
his wife, Patricia, often remarked pointedly 
that he liked the girls much too well. But 
Reed dismissed this as enemy propaganda, 
not worth answering. ; 

There was a light in his office and the doo 

ielded readily to his touch. Pat Reed, a 

onde with the kind of face and figure men 
look after on the street, sat in his swivel 
chair reading a detective magazine, with her 
shapely legs propped up on his desk. 


“Either pull your skirt down or take your : 


feet off my desk," Reed grunted, sailing his 
hat at the clothes tree. “Suppose a client 


g 
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came in? Where've you been?" 

“Working,” his wife said, yawning. "Didn't 
you send me out to interview Mrs. William 
Willis?" 

Reed started a cigarette and sank into an- 
other chair. 

“Give,” he ordered. 

*Well, I went out and rang Mrs. Willis' 
doorbell and when she answered it, I told 
her I was a reporter. She slammed the door 
in my face." Pat touched the tip of her nose 
reminiscently. “And through the closed door 
she told me what she thought of reporters 
in general and me in particular. What a fish- 
wife! I'll bet Willis committed suicide. 
I'll bet—" 

“Never mind your theories," Reed inter- 
rupted. “What happened then?" 

“Nothing,” said his wife, looking surprised. 
"She. wouldn't let me in. What did you 
expect me to do?" 

*Oh, fine," Reed groaned. 


Hes wife was unaffected by his disgust. 

“So then I went to see Mrs. Arthur 
Medford,” she went on. “She was awfully 
nice. You know Rufe, it takes character to 
be that nice to a snoopy stranger when your 
husband's been dead only a few hours. I 
wonder if I’ll have that much character when 
you—” 

“Cut it, Reed ordered. “I refuse to die 
just to let you play the leading réle in a 
tragic melodrama. What did she tell you?” 

“Nothing we don’t already know,” Pat said 
brightly. 

“You can build up to the most complete 
let-downs!” Reed muttered. “Well, what’s 
your impression of the two women?” 

“I told you,” Pat said, opening her blue 
eyes wide. “Mrs. Willis is a fishwife and 
Mrs. Medford is swell.” 

“Anything else?” 

“Let’s see. Lorna Willis is the small type 
that some men go for, but she looks like a 
worrier. You know, forehead ridged like a 
washboard, lips curved down. Bet she’s got 
nervous indigestion." 

“And the other one?” 

“Mrs. Medford looks like a thoroughbred. 
But I believe she is worried about something 
too.” 

“What did you expect? Her husband—” 

“I mean aside from the shock and grief,” 
Pat explained seriously. “She seems scared. 
She was almost on the defensive, answering 
questions. She's afraid of something that 
hasn't happened yet." 

."So would you be," said John Reed, push- 
ing open the door. He grinned at his brother 
and sister-in-law. "Who's got a cigarette?" 

*You.smoke too much," Rufus said, hand- 


ing over his pack. “And what's the idea of .. 


snooping out in the hall?" 
"Only way I ever learn anything," the 
younger brother said. "Do either of you ever 
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tell me anything?” 

“Pll tell you something now,” Rufus said. 
“Tm going prowling tonight in Mrs. Willis’ 
back yard and TIl have work for you both 
tomorrow, so get some sleep.” 


CHAPTER III 
The Finger Points 


T WAS a long cab ride to 
the section in the Bronx 
where Mrs. Willis lived. 
Rufe Reed, however, 
never road in subways. 
He would have taken a 
cab to Nome, Alaska, if 
he'd had to go there. 

The Willis house was 
fairly large, with a good- 
sized landscaped plot 
around ‘it. The sky was 
overcast and trees and 

shrubs surrounded with inky pools of 
shadow just suited Reed’s snoopy impulse. 

Leaving the silent and dimly lit street, he 

slipped through the hedge and stepped onto 

the grass of the lawn. 

Light glowed dimly from one window 
through a drawn curtain. Reed crossed the 
yard and crouched below the window, press- 
ing his ear to the sill. There was a low 
mumble of voices inside, but he could not 
make out any words. Already he had noticed 
a big car, all lights out, parked near the 
walk, and Reed was most curious about what 
was being said by Mrs. Willis and her visitor. 

He fished in a vest pocket and found a long 
nail file. Gently he worried it under the 
window sash. When he pried up the win- 
dow moved. Carefully, a millimeter at a time, 
he raised it no more than half an inch. But 
with his eye glued to this aperture, he could 
see and hear distinctly. And even the blasé 
Mr. Reed was slightly surprised. 

Lorna Willis was standing in the middle of 
the room and her arms were locked tightly 
around the neck of a handsome man whom 
Reed had no trouble in recognizing, from 
newspaper pictures, as Glover C. Devore, 
the lawyer who had successfully defended 
William Willis and Arthur Medford! 

"—not to talk about this to anyone unless 
the police come," Devore was saying. "If 
that happens, tell them you want me before 
youll say a word. It's your right, and they 
can't stop you from insisting upon it. You 
must not talk without me. Can I trust you 
to do that?" 

“Of course, darling," she answered. “People 
might misunderstand.” 

"Who cares about people?"  Devore 
growled. “If we wait for the blessing of pub- 
lic opinion we'll be too old to get married. 
You're not feeling guilty, are you, Lorna? 
We don't owe anything to Will! We can't 
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Reed caught an 
ankle and threw 
the whole might 
of his body into 
a savage pull 


18 = 
let his ghost come between us!” 

“It won't,” Lorna Willis promised grimly. 
“But I am frightened. People ask prying 
into my affairs more and more. If they get 
too deep—” 

“Pll kill any man who—” Devore said in 
an ugly voice. “Oh, forget it. We're act- 
ing like a couple of kids afraid of the dark. 
Good night, Lorna. Try to calm down.” 

Reed was not interested in their final kiss. 
He ducked below the window, waiting for the 
door slam, to tell him Devore had left. 

Somewhere in the dark behind him came 
a faint whisper of sound. He flattened him- 
self against the dark side of the house, but 
saw nothing, heard no movement, no further 
sound. It might have been the breeze rub- 
bing two branches together, but for a mo- 
ment it had sounded like the scrape of a shoe 
on rock, 

“Must be imagining things," he thought. 

From out front came the whir of a starter. 
Then the tail-lights of the big car blinked 
into life and it moved off. 

The light above Reed went out and after 
a moment another light in a different part of 
the house came on. Finally he slid the sash 
up quietly. 

Lorna Willis was preparing for bed when 
Reed stepped, without warning, into her 
room. He got an interesting flash of a nude 
back before she screamed and pulled a flimsy 
negligee around herself. 

“Not bad,” he said. 

“A bu—burglar!” Mrs. Willis stammered. 

“Not at all,” Reed said, offended. "I'm a 
detective.” 

“Police? What do you mean by breaking 
in here this way?” 

“Not police,” he corrected. “Private de- 
tective. Rufus Reed, ma’am. And it was the 
only way to get in I decided, after you 
slammed the door on my assistant's nose this 
morning." ; 

“That blonde! Now you get out of here 
or I'll call the real police!" 

“Just a minute," Reed said. “I think you'll 
want to talk to me about the murder of your 
father and husband." 

He was being brutal to a woman to whom 
a terrible double tragedy had just come. But 
after the scene he had witnessed through 
the window, he was feeling no great sym- 
pathy for her. 

*Why should I want to talk to you?" she 
said angrily. “I don't even know you." 

“You want to see. the murderer caught, 
don't you?" 

“Why, of course I do!" 

“Tell me this. Are you convinced that your 
husband was innocent?" 

“Completely!” she snapped. Almost too 
quickly, he thought. 
` “The police have the idea that you haven't 
been too cooperative,” he pointed out. “They 

think you’re holding something back. It 


\but he spent it like water. 
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might spur them to an investigation of your 
past and your relationship with your hus- 


AT stab in the dark scored a direct hit, 

She went whiter than skimmed milk and 

staggered into a chair, forgetting her skimpy 
attire and her indignation. 

“It’s not true!" she breathed. “I’ve noth- 
ing to hold back. My husband was inno- 
cent, and he was cleared. I don’t know who 
murdered my father or why anyone would 
want to do it. There’s nothing to tell!” 

. Reed simply shrugged. 

“Look,” she said, as though struck by a 
sudden idea. “You’re a private detective. 
Who is paying you to investigate this case?" 

“No one. I haven't started to work on it 
yet. But I think I will. I often do that when 
I'm interested." 

She got up and came close enough for him 
to feel the warmth of her body. 

*Suppose I pay your fee?" she asked. 

"To do what?" 

"To find my husband's murderer." 

*And your father's?" he added. 

*Yes, of course," she said, and went back 
to the. chair. 

“Look,” Reed said. “If I work for you, 
it'll be on two conditions. One that I get 
a free hand to turn up whatever I find—and 
let the chips fall where they may." 

“Yes?” 

“And second, that you come clean with 
me.” 

She looked suddenly crushed, frightened. 

“All right,” she said, almost in a whisper. 
“My husband and my father had many bitter 
quarrels. They were not ordinary quarrels, 
for there was much bad feeling. Once they 
actually came to blows, and Will never for- 
gave my father for that." 

“What were the quarrels about?” 

"Money. My husband made quite a lot, 
Dad disapproved 
violently, and he was not the kind to keep 
his opinions to himself. He told my husband 
what he thought of a man who would risk his - 
family's future." 

“But what are you leading up to?" Reed 
asked, puzzled. 

“My husband murdered my father," 
Lorna Willis,.“I have proof of it." 

Reed was almost caught off-balance. But 
he made a fast recovery. 

"Show me," he said. 

Mrs. SI got up and weaved across to a 
desk. She unlocked a drawer and took out 
a crumpled sheet of paper which had been 
smoothed out but still bore creases. 

“My husband wrote that," she said. “He 
always wrote his letters in longhand on any- 
bit of paper he could find and then copied 
them on a typewriter. I found this in the 
waste-basket after the police arrested him. I 
kept it to myself because—well, how could I 


said 
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testify against him?” 

. "You mean legally? That the law says you 
can’t?” a 
“No. I mean that after all he was my hus- 

band. But—read it.” : 

It was just a fragment, without salutation 
or conclusion, evidently just a first draft. 

What was there read: 


I’m tired of kowtowing and I’m not going to 
take any more nonsense from you. The next 
time you start that I’ll take action ‘myself 
and I promise you the action will be definite 
and conclusive. 


Reed fingered the note absently. 

“Why are you so anxious to prove your 
husband killed your father?” 

“Anxious? Good heavens! I’m showin: 
you this in confidence, It can’t hurt Wil 
now. But don’t you see what it means? If 
Will did kill my father, who killed Will? The 
police are assuming the same man killed them 
both, but it's not true! Who is the mysteri- 
ous person who is avenging my father?" 

Her hand made a slashing gesture and 
lamplight blazed from a huge stone on her 
finger. Reed, who had a nodding acquaint- 
ance with precious stones in his work, de- 
cided it was not a diamond but a zircon, 
which was brilliant enough to fool aimost 
anyone's casual glance, but was worth pos- 
sibly thirty dollars instead of the small for- 
tune a real diamond that size would repre- 
sent. 

He wondered whether Lorna Willis had 
replaced a real diamond with a zircon and if 
so where that sizable hunk of cash had 
gone. But he made no comment, simply 
handing back the letter. 

“This is no proof, as such," he remarked. 
“And the question of whether or not you 
should have shown it to the police has, un- 
fortunately, been taken out of your hands. 
I'd say it doesn't matter now, but if you're 
worried, show it to Lieutenant Hogan." 

“But you—you'll protect me, won't you?" 

“TIl try to find the murderer of your hus- 
band. It may still be that whoever that is, 
. he is also the murderer of your father, in 
spite of this note. If that protects you— 
the answer is yes." 


HE went back to the desk and hastily 

scribbled a check. 

“Will a hundred dollars carry you for a 
while?" 

"Yes" He took the check and folded it. 
Then, in spite of himself, he said, “Don’t 
worry so, Mrs. Willis. If you're in the clear 
itll turn out okay. Sorry I broke in on 
you like this. Good night." 

iHe let himself out the front door, made 
a swift circuit of the house and was beneath 
Lorna, Willis’ window just as she finished 
dialing. She told Devore all that had hap- 


L 


pened. Devore kicked up a fuss, evidently, 
for she defended herself almost hysterically. 
Devore calmed her down, and apparently 
gave-her a lot of instructions for her end of 
the conversation was mostly a “yes.” 

When she hung up and turned out the 
light Rufe Reed was thinking that only one 
thing was clear about Lorna Willis. She had 
showed him the letter, had seemed to take 
him into-her confidence, but actually had 
told him nothing. The letter may have been 
an indication that Willis had killed his fath- 
er-in-law. But it was far from being proof. 

Certainly it shed no light on Willis’ own 
mysterious slaying. It made it all the more 
incomprehensible. Because if Willis really 
had killed his father-in-law, who was aveng- 
ing that murder? Lorna Willis? 

On the other hand, the letter could be a - 
‘complete blind, and it seemed more than 
likely to Rufus Reed that the same hand had 
killed both Willis and his father-in-law. No 
other hypothesis made sense. 

Also it was plain to Reed, that Lorna Wil- 
lis had told him what she had for one reason 
only—to forestall an investigation into her 
past. If that was what she feared, then 
that was the thing to do. 

Not that Reed was being deliberately dis- 
loyal to his client. But he had warned her 
that he was out to turn up the murderer and 
if it happened to be Lorna Willis—that 
would be her tough luck. A hundred-buck 
fee would not tempt Reed to shield a mur- 
derer. Furthermore, the very thing Lorna 
feared, even though it might be embarras- 
E to her, might provide the important 
clue. í 

And one more thing. Where did Arthur 
Medford and his tragedy fit into this little 
squirrel cage? 


CHAPTER IV 
Murder Truck 


EED slipped quietly out 
to the dark street and 
looked for a taxi. He had 
almost reached the cor- 
ner when one swung into 
the street and he flagged 
it. As the cab stopped, 
Reed yanked open the 
door and started in head- 
first. 

He saw the dark form 
inside instantly, and the 
hand going up with the 
sap in it. In the space of a heartbeat, he 
fought and conquered the instinct to pull 
back, which would have thrown him off- 
balance. Instead, he lunged forward, ram- 
ming his head into the attacker’s stomach. 

The man’s breath went out in a great 
whocsh on the back of Reed’s neck. The 
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blackjack bounced off his shoulder and sent 
pain shooting through him. But he knew 
he had to keep going. One hand shot out 
and released the door catch and his churn- 
ing feet carried him right through the cab 
and out the other side. 

He ran full tilt into the driver who had 
scrambled from his seat and cut around to 
join the fray. This tough monkey was poised 
and waiting. He straightened Reed up with 
a vicious uppercut that tumbled the detec- 
tive back against the open cab door. 

Reed saw stars, but bounced back full of 
fight. His left hand whipped over with such 
dazzling speed that the driver never saw it 
coming until it exploded on his eye. Then 
he saw more colors than were ever in the 
gaudiest rainbow. 

His howl of anguish echoed in the quiet 
street. The man inside the cab came to 
life and scrambled out, swinging the sap 
and cursing. 

Reed kicked the howling cab driver vi- 
ciously in the shins and the fellow doubled 
over with a new misery as the detective 
whirled to face the blackjack again. He 
tried to keep the man off with his rapier left, 
but the slugger bored in, shaking off those 
jabs and. trying for a crusher with his 
weapon. Reed parried a vicious swing with 
his left forearm but the blackjack left the 
arm half numb. He got in a solid right hook 
to the cheek-bone, though, that slammed 
his man back against the side of the cab with 
a hollow bong. 

The shriek of brakes snapped Reed’s head 
up. A light truck had appeared from nowhere 
and from its doors was pouring what looked 
like a whole army of reinforcements, though 
actually there were only four. 

_ From somewhere in the dark came a rasp- 
ing voice: 

“Get him, Matty!” 

In that disturbing moment, Rufe Reed de- 
cided that it was better to be a live coward 
than a dead hero. He took to his heels like 
a rabbit. The dark forms of men raced to 
cut him off—and a streak of orange flame 
spat from the truck’s dark interior. Some- 

ing hot went past close to Reed’s head. 
The flat crack of a small rifle followed. 

Then Reed was across the sidewalk and 
had leaped into the rubble of an empty lot. 
Darkness swallowed him. But there was a 
swift scuff of feet behind him as the men 
spread to hem him in. j 

Reed had just got out his automatic, 
since guns seemed to be in fashión, when 
he stumbled over a loose rock. He took 
another step forward—and the ground dis- 
appeared from under him. He plunged down- 
ward into darkness. And although he fell 
only a few feet he landed with a bone-jar- 
ring crash and sprawled on the rocky ground, 
losing his gun. 

He was hurt, he could not lie there and 
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wait for help. He felt around rapidly, and 
located his weapon. Then he dragged him- 
self upright to see what kind of a hole he 
had fallen into. 

A straight concrete wall rose before him 
to the height of his head. He had stepped 
off this. In a moment he realized what it 
was. Someone had started to build an apart- 
ment house here, had done the excavsting 
and poured the concrete for the foundation 
and cellar walls. Then the building had 
been stopped, probably because of the war. 
And the catacombs that had been left had 
made a nice booby-trap for him. 

Some distance away, one of the gang 
searching for him fell. There was a lot of 
assorted cursing) ; 

“Look out, you guys!” someone warned. 
"There's a lotta foundations here. Maybe . 
he's in them." 

"Spread!" another voice ordered, low but 
carrying. “Spread all around it!” 

Reed had visions of himsef playing hide- 
and-seek with these killers through this mod- 
ern labyrinth. 

“All I want is out,” he muttered. 

On the chance that the men hadn't yet . 
reached the far side of the ruin, he felt his 
way as rapidly as he could along the walls. 


Wy HEN he reached the opposite wall, 

looking up he. could.see the rear of a 
row of squat two-story brick houses. Light 
glowed behind closed shades and silhouet- 
ted a man’s hat and shoulders on the out- 
side. They had cut him off. 

Reed crouched close against the wall, grip- 
ping his automatic. Feet shuffled quietly 
along the top of the wall and passed right 
over him. From the direction he had come 
he heard whispering, the scuff of leather on 
stone and a little sliding rattle as someone 
dropped into the cellar and brought earth 
and stone with him. They were closing in. 

The footsteps above him started back. 
Reed saw a dim silhouette bulk just above 
him. He reached up, caught an ankle and ` 
threw the whole weight of his body into a 
savage pull. 

A yell burst from the man he clutched. 
His body hurtled past over Reed’s head and 
smashed on the stony floor with sickening 
impact. Then the detective was scaling the 
wall and running straight for the lights 
ahead. 

Feet pounded behind him again, but the 
men were afraid to shoot. The crack of the 
rifle inside the truck had gone unnoticed, 
but pistol shots here would be a different 
thing. 

Reed ran into a board fence that enclosed 
the back yards of the houses ahead. He 
was up and over like a singed cat and dropped 
into the soft earth of someone’s vegetable 

arden, Crushing lettuce, beans and rad- 
ishes underfoot, he sprinted for the drive- 
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way, pounded down it and burst out into a 
better lighted street. 

The first thing he saw was the gleam of 
trolley rails and a car bearing down upon 
him. He raced alongside the car and swung 
himself aboard, 

“Hey!” shouted the conductor. “You 
trying to commit suicide?” 

He never knew why the panting passen- 
ger with the torn and dirty suit flopped into 
a seat and started to laugh. Rufe Reed final- 
ly got out of the wilds of the Bronx and 
home safely. He found Pat sleeping the 
sweet sleep of the blameless. 

“Fine thing,” Reed thought bitterly. “Her 
husband gets run over by a rock crusher, shot 
at, dumped into old foundations, beaten up, 
nearly killed, and there she lies, sleeping as 
though she didn’t have a care in the world.” 

A hot shower made him feel better though 
it brought all his bruises to sudden vocifer- 
ous life. But when he crawled into bed he 
was asleep almost immediately. . . . 

A second later—or so it seemed—Pat was 
shaking him awake. 

“Wake up!” said his helpmate. “What 
arè all those bruises all over you? Have you 
been fighting over a woman again?” 

“Cut it out!” Reed mumbed, opening one 
eye and closing it immediately against the 
morning glare. “Quit shaking me!” 

“Well, wake up,” Pat said unreasonably. 
“What happened to you?” i 

“What happened to me shouldn't happen 
to a dog," he mumbled. 

“John’s here," Pat said. 

t reris voice immediately corroborated 
that. 

“T thought you had work for us." 

“Yeah.” Keeping his eyes shut, Reed gave 
them a terse description of his affair of the 
night before, including the knowledge gained 
from Lorna Willis. "That puts her and De- 


vore right up at the top of the suspects, even 
if she is our client. If she's guilty I'll give 
her back her check. 1f not, we'll find out 
who is,” 

“What do we do?" John asked. 

"Start digging into the pasts of Lorna 


Willis and Olivia Medford. Assuming they 
have pasts. Get family histories, birth place, 
friends, early years—everything you can." 

*He gives us the dirty jobs and grabs off 
all the excitement for himself," John grum- 
bled. 

“Look!” Reed yelped. “You can have any 
part or all of the excitement I had last 
night. Now get out of here and let me get 
some sleep!" 

They went out, wrangling over who was to 
do the dull stuff of digging through newspa- 
pers, wedding license records and so on. 
Reed punched a new hole in the pillow for 
his head and wooed Morpheus. 


QOME indefinite time later the phone tore 
aside the curtain again. He groped for 
it groggily. 

“Huh?” 

“Darling,” came Pat’s voice, clear and 
sweet, “are you still in bed? Sleepy pie, a 
sluggard never makes a good—” 

“What do you want now?” Reed groaned. 
“Can’t you let a guy sleep?” : 

“We've got something, dear," Pat cooed. 
*Don't you want it?" 

“Spill it" He shook sleep out of his eyes. 
. “Olivia Medford's maiden name was Steele. 
Lorna Willis was Lorna Blake. 'T'hey'vé both 
been married seven years. And here's the 
pay-off, cutie pie—they come from the same 
town! Didn't know each other, huh?” 

“All right, quit crowing,” Reed growled. “I 
didn’t vouch for the information Hogan gave 
me, did I? What else?” 

“Both grew up in Gainesboro, Vermont. 
Came from moderately wealthy families— 
wealthy enough so that their fathers retired 
around the time the girls got married. John- 
ny is checking finances now... Here he 
is." 

The younger Reed got on the phone. 

“Hey, did you know those two dames could 
spend money like a sailor on shore leave?" 
he said. "Both got quite a chunk of dough 
from their families when they got hitched, 
and there isn’t a nickel left. And then when 

(Turn page) 
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their fathers died they both got another big 
chunk—about a hundred and fifty grand.” 

Reed. whistled. 

"Don't tell me that's gone too!” 

“Not yet, but soon. At the rate they’re 
going. The cash is pretty well used up. 
What's left is stock in the businesses. Med- 
ford’s father-in-law owned a flock of auto 
supply stores and Willis’s father-in-law went 
in for the gingham trade.” 

“Nice work,” Reed yawned. “Now, the 
. next bet is to watch Lorna Willis and Glover 
C. Devore, but don't expose yourselves. And 
Johnny—keep your eye on Pat. If anything 
happens to that pest I'll have your scalp." 

“Yessir.” 

_ “And call me in a hour. 
place." 


We'll meet some 


CHAPTER V 
Johnny's Dull Evening 


ITH unaccustomed cau- 
tion, Pat Reed waited un- 
til dark before approach- 
ing the Willis house near 
which her husband had 
so nearly become her late 
husband. Johnny did not 
stay too near her, remain- 
ing where he could cover 
her retreat should with- 
drawal become suddenly 
necessary. 

Following Rufe’s de- 
scription of the grounds, Pat slipped across 
the back lawn and reached a screened-in 
porch at the rear of the house. She could 
see and hear whatever went on'in the front, 
and was covered by the vines on the house. 
If she had to move along the wall she could 
keep in the cover of a hedge. 





wo hours of waiting taxed her patience. 


She could not see Johnny and wondered 
where he was. Her muscles ached and her 
bones creaked. Just when she was at the 
point of complete disgust, a car pulled up 
to the front of the house and stopped. 

The porch light went on in front as though 
the visitor was expected. Pat saw a hand- 
; some man hurry up the walk and, from pic- 
tures and descriptions, recognized Attorney 
Glover C. Devore. 

She slipped to the living room window un- 
der which Rufe had listened and found it 
still open. Apparently Lorna Willis hadn't 
even discovered it was open. 

Lorna and Devore came into the room, 
talking. 

“afraid of this," Devore said worriedly. 
"If Reed gets onto the game before we're 
ready, he'll spill to Hogan. They're friends. 
-You didn’t buy Reed with a hundred-dollar 
retainer.” es 

E had to do Heston Lorna said des- 
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perately. “He hinted that he’d investigate 
us. So I showed him the letter. Maybe that 

22 keep him busy. I don't want him to 
nd— 

“He will,” Devore said grimly. “But it will 
take him time. Don’t blame yourself, Lorna. 
It was coming, so we'll have to face the 
music. But I swear if anyone starts tor- 
menting you again, I'll kill him!" 

“Please!” the woman begged in a muffled 
voice as if her face were buried in her hands. 
“No more of that. I—I couldn't stand any 
more." 

Devore slammed out and Pat heard Lorna 
Willis sobbing like a woman without hope. 
Then the light went out. Pat waited a long 
time but Lorna Willis seemed through for 
the night. 

The woman could be more cooperative," 
Pat grumbled to herself. 

She tried to locate Johnny in the dark, but 
had no idea where he was. She dug into 
her handbag, removed the little .32 automatic 
Rufe made her carry and got out a pencil 
flash. She blinked the light twice, knowing 
that the shaded lens would make only a 
dim glow. 

From off to one side came an answering 
blink and she knew Johnny would be coming 
across to her. 

The wind was moaning softly in the trees. 
Branches tossed and whispered, leaves 
rustled, there was the suggestion of footsteps 
on every hand. A branch snapped. Was 
that J ohnny or someone else? Remembering 
Rufe’s experience here the night before, she 
began to wonder if Lorna’s house were not 
being watched. 

Then she saw Johnny’s light blink and a 
moment later he appeared, a dark shadow 
moving across the grass. With appalling sud- 
denness, two more shadows detached them- 
selves from the shrubbery and flung. them- 
selves upon him. All three shadows began 
to thrash fiercely and to emit muffled sounds. 

Gripping the flash in one hand and the 
little automatic in the other, Pat ran. But 
before she could reach the struggling 
fighters, a third man leaped from behind a 
bush and caught her in his arms. 

He was big and strong and he held her 


. so tightly that all she could do was kick at 


him. 
cold! 
- “Go ahead!" panted her captor trying to 
keep his shins out of the way of her blunt- 
toed shoes. “PI bring this wildcat along!” 
Despairingly, Pat saw the other two drag 
Johnny’s unconscious figure away over the 
grass. She opened her mouth to scream. 
The man put his hand over her mouth and 
she bit him. He snatched it away and that | 
gave her a chance to get her hand loose. 


And the other two had knocked Johnny 


2 She promptly whacked him over the head | 


with her gun. » 
He oid back no weaving. n 





rushed in, swuhg with more énthusiasm than 
science and nearly clipped herself. But even 
though she missed, thé staggering man sat 
down suddenly and heavily on the grass. Pat 
bounced thé gun solidly off the top of his 
head. He sighed and toppled over quietly. 


AT was seething with impatience to fol- 

low Johnny, but Rufe had said bring back 
information. So swiftly she emptied the ün- 
conscious man's pockets, transferring all the 
junk to her handbag. A small note-book 
and fountain pen in his pocket gave her an 
idea. She squirted some ink on his thumb 
and made an impression oh the paper. 

Waving it madly to dry it, she dashed out 
to the street to try to catch up with Johnny's 
captors. 

he street was empty. They had gone! 

What would Rufe say to her? While she 
had fooled around with fingerprints his 
brother had been carried off by thugs. Dis- 
piritedly she turned toward home. 

Rufe Reed was waiting with mounting 
anxiety for the phone call which had not 
come. 

“What’s happened,” he demanded of Pat. 
“Where’s Johnny?” 

She told him. His lips tightened, but he 
did not reproach her. Carefully he looked 
over the stuff that she spilled from her hand- 
bag. A fat bunch of keys caught his atten- 
tion. 

“Auto keys,” he grunted. “That guy could 
lift any car in the country with one of these. 
Let’s seé that thumb print. H’m, good and 
clear. If Hogan has the original on file, 
maybe we'll know where to start now. I’m 
off for Police Headquarters right away!” 

He snatched at his hat and coat. 

“I want to go too!” said Pat. 

“No, you stay near the phone. Johnny 
might get away or get to a phone. Someone's 
got to be on tap." 

He gave her his most perfunctory, hus- 
band-like kiss and beat it for the door before 
she could think up any inore arguments. 

* ok X 


Johnny Reed woke up with the world's 
prize headache. There was a lump on his 
skull bigger than a duck's egg and a taste 
in his mouth like a motorman's glove. 

It was pitch-black, and thé floor upon 
which he lay felt like tough cefënt and it 
was cgld and wet. A carefully outstretched 
. hand touched a cement wall behind him. 

Somehow he managed to sit up, though that 
started the pinwheels going in his skull 
again. He sat still until the darkness stopped 
heaving and throwing off sparks. 

Holding onto the wall theii, he got himself 
"upright and began a careful tour of the four 
sides of the cellar. Once he felt a solid 


wooden door, but the rest was only bare 
walls. The door, of course, was locked and 
nothing less than a Géferal Shérman tank 
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would have budged it. À 

Searching his pockets, Johnny found he 
had been stripped of wallet and watch and 
keys and gun. The only thing left was a 
paper book of matches. Perhaps they wanted 
him to see his prison. He struck a match 
and blinked like an owl in the brilliant flare. 

There was nothirig to see—except one 
small detail which caught his eye. Thefe 
was a tiny pile of crumbled cement at one 
spot on the floor. The filling between the 
blocks had began to crack, and in the block 
itself was a jagged crack which split off 
a good third of it. 2 

Johnny began picking oüt bits of cément 
with his fingers. Soon he found he could lift 
out the broken piece of block. He had a 
weapon of sorts, a jagged chunk of cément 
block twice the size of his hand. 

“Just the thing to go up against machine- 
guns with,” he grumbled. 

But he took it back to the corner with 
him, sat on it, and waited patiently. 

A long time passed, while the throbbirig in 
his head subsided too slowly. At last a kéy 
grated in the lock and the door swung open. 
The dazzling beam of a flashlight hit him 
in the eyes. 

“Turn that thing away!” he barked. 

The beam shifted, but all Johnny could 
see for a minute was a big red circle. When 
it faded, he saw an ugly gorilla with a broken 
nose grinning at him. The gorilla carried a 


gun. 

“Head hurt?” the uncouth individual in- 
quired. 

“Nuts to you,” Johnny said. 

“Get up!” the character ordered. 

Johnny got up, holding the chunk of block 
behind his back. i 

“What you got?" demanded the gunman. 
“Something we missed when we frisked you? 
Gimme.” 

“Aw, you don’t want this,” Johnny said. 
“Give me a break, willya?” 

“Fork over ot you'll loose some teeth.” 

Johnny drew his hand out reluctantly and 
sting the cement chunk in the character’s 

ace; 

He was not bloodthirsty ordinarily, but 
he got a wonderful amount of satisfaction 
out of thé screarn that followed and the red 
sniear of a face that looped toward the floor. 


FRLASH and gun clattered down and He 
dived for them. His fingers grabbed— 
then he froze. Light from the opening door- 
way transfixed him and a new voicé rasped: 
“Drop it, mug, or we’ll cut you in half!” 
Johnny’s fingers straightened and he 
blinked. Two thofe mën éd&éd down some 
stone steps; and into thé céllar róóm. Orie 
moved around Johnny, a stocky man with a 
neck that bulged over his collar. He slapped 
Johnny across the bridge of thé nóse with 
his gun, sending him flying back against the 
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wall and starting the hammers to pound in 
his head again. 

The stocky man kicked the yegg on the 
floor into groggy consciousness. 
$ “Get up, you fool! You've got a job to 

o." 

Footsteps approached down the stone steps 
outside the door, and the door was slammed 
shut. The stocky man had grabbed a flash- 
light from his pocket instantly. He turned 
it on Johnny and it blazed in his eyes so that 
he could see nothing in the blinding glare. 
Behind this effective shield the steps came 
close and stopped before him. 

“That’s Reed,” an unfamiliar voice said. 
“Okay.” 

The steps went away and after a while 
the beam was shifted from Johnny’s eyes. 
He couldn’t see a thing, but ungentle hands 
propelled him forward, through the doorway, 
up the stone steps and into another cellar 
room. 

“The truck’s gassed up,” the stocky man 
said. “Now here’s the dope, Matty. You 
drive up Nine-W to that place where the 
road becomes one way and comes out to the 
edge of the Palisades. It’s a sheer drop of 
three hundred feet there. Fred will be right 
behind you in the sedan. Leave your boy 
friend in the driver’s seat and see if you can 
get the truck through the guard rail. Got it?” 

“Do I got it?” Matty mumbled. “It’ll be a 
pleasure. Only maybe when I conk him to 
be sure he stays in the driver's seat I'll conk 
him so hard he'll be cold meat when he goes 
over! Killing's too good for him!" 

“All right, mug," said the stocky man to 
Johnny. “Turn around." 

Johnny was wrapped up in ropes until he 
looked like a mummy, then two men lifted 
him to their shoulders and carted him up a 
creaky flight of steps. 

Well, it was an ironic twist that the master 
villain who was about to kill him thought 
he was his brother Rufus. That was inex- 
cusable carelessness. Wouldn't that villain 
be surprised! Johnny wished he could be 
around to see that. 

Upstairs smelled like a garage. There was 
a light truck standing in the gloom. He was 
tossed into the back and the truck lurched 
into motion. At the wheel was Matty, hold- 
ing a blood-stained handkerchief to his face 
and devising a list of atrocities he promised 
himself to commit upon the prisoner's car- 
cass. 

It was a situation, Johnny thought gloom- 
ily, with no future. 
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CHAPTER VI 
Take One Clue 


IEUTENANT HOGAN 
was waiting for Rufus 
Reed when the investi- 
gator got down to Centre 
Street. He studied the 
ink print with interest. . 

“TPI send it through,” 
he said. “Sit down and 
wait. This shouldn’t take 
long.” 

He pressed a buzzer 
and when he had sent the 
"print away, he said: 

"I'll bring you up to date, Rufus, There's 
been another murder." 

“Another? The same type?" 

"Yes. This time the victim isn't the kind 
to draw any sympathetic tears, but we're 
interested because the pattern is the same. 
The deceased is a tough monkey with a bad 
rep—Fitzy Munson. We had him on a mur- 
der rap but there wasn't enough on him 
so we had to turn him loose. 

“He walked out of the court-room and got 
as far as the sidewalk. Then he keeled over 
just like Willis—and as dead. There was a 
thirty-eight slug in him and nobody had 
heard the shot or had seen anybody shooting. 

“But we got one break. A cop who saw 
him fall was just in time to pick up a lush 
named Anders who was trying to get rid of 
one of those samplers!” 

“You mean he was trying to get rid of it, 
or trying to drop it on the spot like the 
others?” Reed supplied. 
aap think he was trying to drop it near the 

“Who is Anders?” 

“The whole force knows him. Always 
three sheets in the wind and would be a 
quarter-wit even sober.” 

“And somebody gave him a buck to drop 
the sampler on the walk in front of the court- 
house ‘as a joke’,” Reed said, 

"You've been reading my mail. But here's 
something. We found the gun in an ash-can 
down the block. A thirty-eight with all num- 
bers filed off so thoroughly that we can’t 
bring out a thing. No prints, of course.’ 

“Oh, fine. So you booked Anders?” 

“What else could we do? We tried to get 
him to give us a description of the man who 
paid him to drop the sampler, but except 
for saying he talked like a dictionary he 
couldn’t rememmber a thing.” 

“Unless he’s playing dumb.” 

“Correct. Which is another reason we'll 
hold him a while and cool him off. "There's 
something funny going on. That lush has 
been handing out religious tracts, if you can 
imagine that." 

A policeman entered with the report .on 
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the thumb print. Hogan read it, and looked 
up at Reed. 

“Your friend has graced our halls before,” 
he said. “Walter Brophy, alias Fingers Bro- 
phy, alias Ed Fitzgerald, alias William Han- 
nigan; alias Tony Colucci, Professional car 
thief, small-time mobster. Gun for hire. 
Last known hangout a garage at the end of 
Ormund Avenue. Want him picked up?" 

“I want that garage raided!” Reed said 
firmly. "They've got Johnny there!” He 
felt a touch of panic at the thought of Johnny 
in such hands. 

“Okay. You sign the complaint and we'll 
hit 'em. Let's go." 

Half an hour later four riot cars converged 
on the garage and police with sawed-off shot- 
guns swarmed in upon it. The doors were 
locked, but with such flimsy hasps that a 
good kick sent them flying wide open. Flash- 
light beatis stabbed into the place from all 
angles. 

It was deserted. They covered the whole 
place, then Hogari shook his head. 

"They're gone, Rufe, if they ever were 
here," he said. “What do you want mé to do 
now?" 

Reed let His shoulders fall helplessly. 

“PII keep looking,” he said. “Thanks, Ben.” 

The neighborhood was the kind in which 
no crowd gathers when police pull a raid. 
Rather the residents disappear, and the 
streets are desefted. So there was rio curious 
crowd to annoy Reed when he was left alone 
in the deserted garage. With his flashlight 
he began to go over the ground again like a 
questing hound. 

A door in the back led to a dirty, narrow 
hallway. He had gone through this like a 
house afife arid found nothing, but searching 
it more leisurely, he spotted some frésh 
scrape marks on the calcimined walls. Such 
scrapes coud have been made by the shoes of 
a man Carried along the hallway. 

Toward the end of the hall was a nartow 
door, locked, Reed got out a burch of skele- 
ton keys and found one that clicked. The 

door opened on a black staircase, going 
: down. He weht dowh, sending his light 
ahead of him. 


HE FOUND himself in a big vaulted emp- 

ty cellar. But there were tracks and 
scuffings in the dust which lookéd fresh and 
some unraveling ends of rope which looked 
new. 

On the far side was another doorway, ajar. 
Beyond, down some stone steps, it was a 
smaller room and here Reed found fresh 
blood on the floor, and a broken, jagged hunk 
of cement block. 
>The blood looked ominous, and Reéed's 
heart sank. But he began to search even 
more carefully. He paséed out into the big- 

ger cellar; his beam darting evérywhere. And 
near the stairway where he had almost 


walked on it coming down, he found the 
number, 9, and a W, scratched in the dust of 
M cellar floor, as though with the toe of a 
shoe. 

Reed thought over all the codes and signáls 
he and Johnny had ever used. He was haunt- 
ed by a sense of familiarity about this symbol 
which he could not grasp. Then sudderily he 
had it. 9W was the highway number that 
went north from New York City oh thé west 
bank of the river! \ 

oe taking Johnny up Nine W! But 
wh » 

he *why" was not important now. Get- 
ting after them fast was. And Hogan could 
not help him, For 9W ran in New Jersey up 
to the point where the road forked and be- 
came one way and the cliffs rose to their 
highest point. After that it crossed into New 
York State again. 

But m cy: had no jurisdiction in Jersey. 
Reed would have to go on tliis himself! 

It took time to get his caf out of the gar- 
age, and have it serviced. Fortunately he 
had plenty of A coupons, for the car was used 
only in emergencies. It took more time to 
check the Holland Tunnel and the Lincoln 
Tunnel. Reed had a hunch about the kidnap 
car. He remembered a certain light truck 
from which rifle-fire had spat at him; Of 
course car thieves could have any kind of a 
vehicle. But cars were scafce and a light 
truck was fast and handy. It was some kind 
of a lead. : 

At the George Washington Bridge Reed 
struck the trail, Traffic was light and the 
bored bluecoat at the toll booth rememberéd 
a light truck, because the driver had a cold 
or something and held a handkerchief &o 
that his features could hardly be seen. May- 
be the guy had a bloody nose, because there 
had been splotches on the handkerchief that 
could have been blood. 

Reed remembered the jagged, bloody piece 
of cement block in the cellar. So Johnny: 
had scored on one of the hoodlums! 

He burned up the bridge, flashed past the 
aes booths, ignoring an outraged whistle 
from the at page and whipped sharp tight 
into 9W heading north. 

The road was level concrete, wide, and 
deserted. He roared north like à meteor. 
Woods crowded the road on both sides with 
almost no cut-offs. At Alpine hé had a bàd 
moment wondering whether the ttuck hád 
turned off, but there was a State Troóper's 
booth there and a man on duty said he 
thought a truck like that had gone through 
heading north. 

Then, above Forest Park, the road becaine 
one way, south-bound traffic disappearing to 
the left, The north lane ran out on thé very 
lip of the Palisades which here dropped in 
massive columns of rock à sheét three hun- 
dred feet or more to the river. 


A fear which had been growing steadily 
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in Reed's mind became sickeningly persistent. 
In a spot like this a car might go through 
the guard rail and there wouldn't be enough 
left at the bottom of the cliff to identify it. 
He could fairly see Johnny slumped uncon- 
scious behind the wheel, the mug with the 
bloody face standing on the running board, 
giving the wheel a twist and leaping clear as 
the truck charged the rail. | 

The picture,was so clear that he felt instant 
conviction he was right. He reached forward 
and snapped off his lights. 

Moonlight washed the road in a pale glow 
and the concrete stood out clearly with the 
dark mass of the woods on his left and the 
open sky on his right where the cliffs lunged 
into the river. 

He rounded a turn and red tail-lights 
blinked at him. A car was drawn up in the 
parking space of a deserted log road-house. 
Was that it? 

Reed slid his car into the shadows and 
parked. Gun in hand he moved toward the 
other parked car, keeping out of the moon- 
light. z 

There was just one man in the car, sitting 
hunched over the wheel and staring intently 
up the road. Instinctively, Reed looked that 
way too and saw moonlight reflecting palely 
»on the truck he sought. 

He felt a tremendous surge of relief, He 
was not too late! 

But this man here! Who was he? Look- 
out? Bodyguard? Both—also obviously he 
was here to pick up the man with the bloody 
face after the truck was sent crashing over 
the cliffs, leaving the murderer afoot. 


BREED SLID around the car to the door 

beside the driver’s seat. The intent 
gangster's first intimation that he was not 
alone was when the door was suddenly 
opened. 

“Come here!” Reed said. 

He gripped the surprised man by the la- 
pel of his coat, yanked him toward himself 
and brought the flat of his gun down on 
the felt snap-brim. The hat buckled, the 
victim relaxed and spilled down out of the 
seat, to mash his nose on the harsh gravel 
of the parking space. 

Reed trussed up the unconscious man with 
his own tie and belt, gagged him with his 
own handkerchief and stuffed him back in 
the seat. 

“That one was easy. Hope the other is as 
dumb.” a 

When Reed approached the truck, silent- 
ly, the mug with the battered face was busily 
removing the rocks he had put under the 
wheels. He turned to Johnny Reed’s bound 
oun which he had lugged into the driver’s 
seat, 

"This ain't gonna hurt—much,” he mum- 
‘bled, and grinned. "I'm gonna tap you be- 
hind the ear, take off them ropes and then 


you're goin’ for a little ride. Like it?" . 

"I like it better than staying here with. 
you," Johnny said. "Come on, get it over 
with." 

"Itll be a pleasure," the man said. 

He took one step and a gun jammed hard 
into his back. . : 

“Drop it!" Reed snarled. 

"Rufe!" Johnny squalled. 

Matty was a fighter. One elbow slashed 
down, sending Reed's gun wide. In the 
same motion Matty whirled, his own weapon 
swinging round. 

Rufe chopped a blow at his wrist, lunged 

forward to get inside the gun, and grappled. 
His own weapon, dashed out of his hand, 
thudded on the ground. Then Matty was 
hammering his kidneys with vicious short- 
arm hooks. 
.Reed brought his knee up hard. There 
was a gasp and Matty broke. Reed let go 
with everything he had in a vicious right- 
hand smash to the bruised face. 

It was the sort of punch which would have 
been suicide to throw at a trained boxer, but 
Reed was counting on Matty's being dazed 
from the knee in the groin. He was right. 
The punch landed and rocked the gangster 
so hard he dropped his own gun. But he 
caromed off the truck and came in with his 
chin tucked down behind his shoulder and 
his left out. 

“Hard guy, éh?” he growled. 

Then the night dissolved for Rufe Reed 
into a stunning explosion of fireworks. He 
felt the back of his head strike something 
hard and saw fiery circles spinning like the 
rings of Saturn. Then the circles went away 
and he found he was lying on the ground, 
directly in front of the truck. Matty was 
standing beyond him with a gun in his hand 
pointing at him. 

“Get up!” Matty said. 

Reed got to his knees and hung there, pre- 
tending to be a good deal sicker than he was. 

"Come on,” the yegg snarled. “I got no 
time for foolin’ arcana” 


CHAPTER VII 
Shadows Play Tag 


AR SPRINGS creaked as 
Johnny moved in the 
front seat. The next in- 
stant the car head-lights 
went on full throwing 
the whole scene into sud- 
den blazing brilliance. 

The beams flashed full 
into Matty’s eyes. Reec- 
pulled his feet under him 
and his lunging body 
snapped the gangster's 
legs out from under him. 

As he came down, Reed sprawled across him 

and smothered his flailing arms, 
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They rolled in a tight-fighting, thrashing 
mass down under the guard rail. Matty was 
using knees, elbows, nails and teeth. Reed 

confined himself to forcing his thumbs into 
the man’s windpipe. 

Matty started to choke. His flailing blows 
became desperate and he rocked the detective 
with the frenzy of his efforts to break free. 

In one wild lunge he got to his knees and, 
driving his fists upward through Reed’s arms, 
broke the strangling clutch on his throat. 
He staggered to his feet, with Reed follow- 
ing. 

"Now you—” Matty said hoarsely. 

Reed charged him. The gangster took a 
step backward—and there was nothing be- 
neath his feet. 

A single terrified wail was wrenched from 
his lips as his body cartwheeled over in space 
and twisted down out of sight. 

Reed checked himself, trembling, on the 
very lip of the precipice. He was suddenly so 
weak and shaken that he wanted to get down 
and crawl away from that cliff edge. But 
he managed to stagger back to the car and 
flopped down on the running board. 

“Get me out of here!” Johnny panted. 

“In a minute,” Rufe said weakly. “Th- 
thanks for switching on the lights. He had 
me like a sitting duck.” : 

“Did it with my nose,” Johnny said. “Did 

“you push him over, Rufe, or did he go over 
himself?” 

“Fifty-fifty,” Reed said, sighing. He got 
up, his nausea subsiding. “Let’s get out of 
here and home, Johnny. I’ve had enough for 
tonight.” 

“Me, too,” Johnny Reed said fervently. 
“This was one night I didn’t have only dull 
work to do.” 

With his brother released, Reed kicked 
away the last chock under the front wheel. 
The truck crashed through the guard rail and 
over the edge of the cliff. There was an ap- 
palling silence, then a grinding crash far be- 
low. Immediately came the puff of igniting 
gasoline. 

“That'll bring the cops,” Reed said. 
“They'll find the dead guy too. Let's go.” 

One thing more remained to be done. He 
stopped at a telephone back in Manhattan 
and called the garage on Ormund Avenue. 

A voice said, “Yeah?” 

Reed cupped his hand over the mouthpiece 
and sank his voice to a growl. 

“Matty talkin'" he said. “Lissen. The 
. job's done but I had a little trouble with the 
cops and had to lam. I better hide out for 
a while." 

"Where's Fred?" the voice demanded. 

- Reed grinned, getting the name of the sec- 
ond man he had laid out. 

“They got him." 

“You sure Reed's crooked?” ; 

“If he ain’t he can be dropped three hun- 
‘dred feet onto rock and then be burned in 


gasoline, and I never heard of nobody that 
could. Lissen, I gotta lam. I'll get in oe 
with you.’ 

“Okay. Call me Monday.” 

Reed hung up. 

“Now they believe Fred’s been picked up 
and they don’t expect Matty back, so they 
won't get suspicious for a few days,” he told 
Johnny. “Otherwise they'd come looking for 
us with their whole gang. 

Dawn was lighting the city when Rufe and 
Johnny got home. Pat was sitting beside the 
telephone, fast asleep. 

*Old Faithful, asleep at the switch," Rufe 
whispered. 

As they tiptoed past her to go to bed, 
Johnny objected: 

“She hasn't heard from us. She’ll worry.” 

“In her sleep?” Rufe said callously. “Come 
on, it wouldn’t be right to wake her.” 

They slept all day, and woke surprised that 
no explosion had come from Pat when she 
discovered them. A note was propped on 
the telephone for them. $ 


. You know where both of you heels can 
go. I'm going to the movies. Maybe Ill 
get a divorce. 

Your ex-wife, 
Patricia. 
Johnny grinned. “Always said this mar- 
riage wouldn't last." 

“She’ll be back.” Reed yawned. 

get something to eat.” 


AFTER they had eaten, Reed told his 
brother: 

“I better go down and see Hogan. He'll 
want to know what happened. Want to come 
with me, or wait for Pat?" 

“TIl wait. Nothing exciting at Centre 
Street." 

Hogan was glad to see Rufe Reed. The 
private detective flopped into a chair. 

“Johnny’s back," he said casually. “Ben 
last night I didn't know myself how serious it 
was. I thought they were holding Johnny 
to get me to call off the dogs or something." 

*Weren't they?” 

“Heck, no! If I'd known what really went 
I wouldn't have been so calm. They thought. 
Johnny was me and they were getting ready 
to rub him out!" 

Hogan whistled. 

“That means you're in danger." 

“No more." Reed grinned. “I’m dead.” 
He told the story of Johnny’s rescue and the 
death of Matty. “Wouldn’t that mug be flat- 
e if he knew he was pinch-hitting for 
me 39 

\ “Yeah, flattered,” Hogan said. “Well, I'll 
talk to the Jersey cops and tell them to hold 
this Fred on any charge they can drum up. 
Now what’s next?” 

“Let me talk to the lush. Anders.” 


“Let’s go 
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“Sure. But you won’t get anything out 
of him.” 

They went back to Anders’ cell. The 
lush was white and shaking. He was sober 
—and regretted it. He needed a shave—and 
a bath—badly. 

Reed joue against the bars. 

“You want out?" he asked, rolling a cigar- 
ette between his fingers. 

“They gonna let me out?" Anders whined. 

“Talk,” Reed suggested. 

“T told them everything I know!” the man 
complained. “Lissen, mister, I was high. I 
didn't see the guy who gave me that—that— 

*Sampler?" Reed supplied. 

"Yeah. I was standin' at the bar at Joe's. 
These two guys comes up and buys me a 
drink. Said they'd seen me peddling them 
religious papers and thought I was a good 
Joe, see?" 

"What is this religious paper racket?" 

“N o racket, mister. I do it for the mission 
an’ they give me a flop an’ breakfast.” 

“And you haven’t any idea what these two 
men looked like?” Anders’ brow corrugated 
in worried thought. 

“I think one called the other ‘Matty’,” he 
hazarded. 

Reed glanced at Hogan. 

“Remember anything else?” 

“I—I think somebody said something 
about somebody’s fingers.” 

“Sure he didn’t call him ‘Fingers’—like 
using a name?” 

“Maybe. I—I don’t know." 

Reed looked at Hogan again and nodded. 

“Okay, Anders,” he said. “I’ll see what I 
can do about getting you ont.” 

“That’s the mob,” Reed said as he and 
Hogan moved away. “Now where does Bro- 
phy’s mob tie in with Willis and Medford?” 

The answer to that, Reed thought as he 
left Headquarters might be found in Gaines- 
boro, Vermont, home town of Lorna Willis 
and Olivia Medford. He called the police 
of the Vermont town, long distance, told 
them what he wanted and gave his office 
number to be called back when the informa- 
tion was found. 

Then he grabbed a cab and went out to 
visit Olivia Medford. 

She was a trim, pretty brunette, without 
Lorna Willis’ nervous worried look. She 
showed Reed into the living room where 
a middle-aged, somewhat paunchy gentleman 
arose from a chair. 

' “This is Mr. Irwin, Mr. Reed. Charlie 
Irwin was my husband’s partner and one of 
our best friends.” 

“Reed?” Irwin repeated. 
tive, aren’t you?” 


“You're a detec- 


“Mrs. Willis has retained me to find the © 


murderer of her husband. I thought—”. 
“There’s no connection between the Willis 

case and Arthur’s death!” Irwin said angrily. 

“Tf that’s what you're here for, I object to 


your submitting Mrs. Medford to any more 
painful questioning. She’s had enough!” 

“I think there’s a connection,” Reed said 
mildly. “Would you mind answering a few 
questions, Mrs. Medford?” 

“TIl try," she said, her lips pale. 

“Do you think your husband murdered 
your father?” : 

"Thats exactly what I mean!" Irwin 
shouted. *Why don't you leave her alone?" 

“Please, Charlie," Mrs. Medford said quiet- 
ly. “That happens to be one question I can 
easily answer. Mr. Reed, I do not believe 
Arthur murdered my father. My father and 
my husband had differences, but they were 
never serious. Moreover, if you knew 
Arthur you would have understood how— 
how gentle he was. He wouldn't h-hurt any- 
one." 

“T’m sorry, Mrs. Medford," Reed said. “I 
don't want to be inconsiderate. But I must 
find out certain things if I am to reach any 
conclusion. One thing more. Do you know 
Mrs. Willis?” 

“No—no!” the woman cried, as if her pati- 
ence had snapped. “Everyone asks me that! 
It’s just a horrible coincidence that she and 
I suffered the same tragedy at almost the 
same time. I don’t know her, and I can’t 
stand any more questions!” 


QHE started to cry and Charlie Irwin, with 
a baleful glance at Reed, hurried over to 

her. 

* Reed apologized again and left. Outside 

he waited and presently Irwin appeared. 

“Look, Reed,” the man said as they went 
down the walk together. “There’s no one to 
take care of Mrs. Medford now except me. 
That gives me some authority, I’ m telling 
you to stay away from her. If you’re work- 
ing for this Mrs. Willis, solve her case. But 
leave Olivia alone!” 

Reed nodded. “Where do you come in on 
this, Irwin?” 

“What do you mean, ‘come in’?” Irwin 
demanded belligerently. 

“J mean are you only acting the good Sa- 
maritan?” 

Irwin stopped dead and fixed the detective 
with a cold and hostile eye. 

"I came here to give Mrs. Medford a 
check,” he said stiffly. “Naturally the busi- 
ness goes to me, but I gave her the choice 
of taking Arthur’s place as my partner or 
letting me buy her out. She chose the cash.: 
And it's none of your business. I don't even 
know why I'm telling you." 

“Because you know I'll find out, and it'll 
look better if you seem to be frank and 
honest !" 

“Seem to be?" Irwin exploded. “I think 
I'l give you a punch i in the nose!" ; 
“Now, now,” Reed soothed. “Act your 

age. Remember your blood pressure.” 

He wheeled away before the man could act, © 
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leaving Irwin standing there, looking after 
him angrily. 


CHAPTER VIII 
Past Imperfect 


AT and Johnny were both 

in the office when Rufe 
arrived. 

“Got the case solved 
yet?” his wife jeered. 

“Told you she’d come 
back,” Reed said to John- 
ny, ignoring the sarcasm. 

“T asked you if you had 
deduced who the mur- 
derer is,” Pat repeated. 

“We-e-ll, I have no 
proof,” Reed said, sink- 
ing into a chair, “but I pretty much know 
who it is—I think.” 

“Ho-ho, he thinks!” Pat crowed. “All 
right, wise guy, write down the name you 
think and we'll seal it in an envelope and 
then when Hogan solves the case we'll open 
it up and see how wrong you are. And if 
Im right—you’re wrong—you take me to 
the most expensive night club in town." 

“And if you're wrong?" 

“TIl owe you a nickel cigar." 

"That's why I married her," 
Johnny. “Her generosity." 

The phone rang. 

"Ill take it,’ Rufe said, fending Pat off. 
*Hello." 

"Long distance," said the operator. 
“Gainesboro, Vermont, calling. Is Mr. Rufus 
Reed there?" 

“This is Reed. Put 'em on.” 

He listened for about four dollars' worth, 
then he thanked the caller and hung up. He 
leaned back and put his feet on the desk. 

"You see," he said, "there had to be a 
reason why neither of those two women 
appeared in court at the most critical period 
in their husband's lives. There had to be a 
blamed good reason." 

"That's the way he is," Pat explained to 
Johnny, elaborately. “Always starts his 
stories in the middle. All right, Mr. Bones, 
why didn't the two women appear in court?" 

“They didn't dare. They knew that their 
pictures would be in papers all over the 
country, sent out on AP or UP photo 
services." 

Johnny’s feet hit the floor with a crash. 

“You mean they're fugitives from a chain- 
gang or something?” 

"They've got pasts,” Reed said. “Pasts im- 
perfect, you might say. Pat found out they 
had known each other most of their lives, 
though both deny it. The police in their 
home town just gave me the rest of the story. 
Those girls grew up in the Twenties—the 
jazz age, Prohibition, bathtub gin ana all. 





Rufe told 





The families had dough, the girls we:e 
spoiled. They had big allowances, fast road- 
sters and heavy drinking boy friends. 

“One night Olivia and Lorna picked up a 
couple of boys at a local tavern. They got 
pretty loaded on needled gin and started for 
another joint, with the boys driving their 
cars. They got into a race and went tearing 
up the pike with the cars side by side, filling 
the whole road. A farm wagon was there 
too.” 

“Oh, boy!” Johnny muttered. 

“Well, they killed the farmer and his son. 
The boys vanished. Olivia and Lorna 
couldn’t because the cars were registered in 
their names. At the trial they couldn’t pro- 
duce the boys they said were driving and 
both got a nice stiff prison sentence.” 

“What a thing to keep under cover all 
these years!” Pat breathed. 

“Well, apparently they served out their 
sentences, came to New York and got mar- 
ried here. The old scandal was buried and 
forgotten. 

“But something queer happens. Both 
women are dead broke, though they did have 
lots of money. Lorna Willis is wearing a 
big zircon in a ring that looks as if it were 
designed for a real diamond. Something has 
happened to a powerful lot of money.” 

“Blackmail!” Pat snapped. 

“That’s the way I figured it. If one of 
those men involved in the crack-up years ago 
found them, he might be bleeding them on 
the threat of revealing the past to their 
husbands, or could have sold the information 
to someone else who is bleeding them. 

“Now their husbands might be big and 
say, "That's all in the past and whatever you 
did while you were young and foolish you’ve 
paid for.’ Or they might get plenty sore. 
You can see how the women would be afraid 


- to have their husbands know. After all, 


killing a couple of people is pretty much oi a 
load to carry around on your conscience. 
So maybe they paid off rather than take 
the chance." 

“So the blackmailer bled them dry," Pat . 
murmured. Then her blue eyes flew wide 
open. "Rufe, do you think the blackmailer 
murdered the fathers so the women wouid 
inherit more money and he could get more 
out of them? Could anyone be so black- 
hearted ?" 


ES shook his head soberly. 

"That's just what it looks like and 
worse. I think he murdered the husbands 
for a similar reason. Since most of the in- 
heritances were in the form of stocks or 
shares in à business, the husbands would 
have managed it for their wives and the 
blackmailer would have been unable to real- 
ize. He had to get rid of the husbands too. 
He tried to frame them for the murder of the 
fathers and when that didn't work, he elimi- 
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nated them himself. The samplers, of course, 
were just a blind, but I believe that even 
with them the killer had an idea of throwing 
suspicion on another, in case things went 
wrong.” 

“Good gravy.” Johnny gulped. “Makes you 
a little sick, doesn’t it?” 

“You shouldn’t be surprised,” Reed said. 
“After what nearly happened to you.” 

"Rufe," said Pat, “they play too rough. 
Let’s go into some other business. Let’s 
raise petunias, huh?” 

“The only guy who could know that much 
about Willis and  Medford's affairs is 
Devore,” Johnny said thoughtfully. 

“What about that letter Willis wrote his 
father-in-law?” Pat demanded. 

“How do you know it was meant for his 
father-in-law?” Reed countered. “Just be- 
cause Lorna said so? I don't believe it was 
meant for his father-in-law at all. I believe 
it was sent to the blackmailer.” 

“You mean Willis had found out about the 
whole thing?” 

“That’s just a supposition. But it looks 
like it.” 

“Rufe, you’re so smart,” Pat breathed. 
“Who is the killer?” 

r uiet," said Rufe, “while I make a phone 
call." 

He dialed Police Headquarters and asked 
for Hogan. 

“Ben? Rufe. Listen, the murderer knows 
I'm alive now, so there's no more need for 
secrecy. Here's a phone number I got out 
of the pockets of that lug Fred I knocked 
out. It's probably for that gang's new head- 
quarters. Trace it and raid the joint—you'll 
pick up Brophy and his hoods. .... And 
look! I'll hand you your murderer tonight 
if you want to stage a little party for me. 
No kidding. Get Devore, Mrs. Medford and 
Charlie Irwin all over at Lorna Willis’ house 
tonight. . . . Well, she’s my client, isn't she? 
Ive got to earn that hundred bucks... . 
Okay. Thanks.” 

“Go on, be mysterious,” Pat sniffed as 
- Reed hung up. “Don’t forget our bet.” 

“All right.” He got an envelope out of 
the drawer, scribbled on the inside of the 
flap and sealed it. “There. And no peek- 
ing.” 

“You’re wrong,” Pat said calmly. “Be- 
cause you forgot one thing.” 

“What?” 

“The third sampler murder. 
named Fitzy Munson.” 

“Oh, the Anders case. Really, Pat, that’s 
so elemental I’m surprised at you.” 

“You won't laugh when you get that night- 
club check.” 

“Well, I'd say Munson was one of the mob 
that fell afoul of the boss and had to be 
liquidated. They thought it was a "ns 
chance to add confusion by cropping 

sampler and rud it look as if it was li 


A character 





up to the Willis and Medford killings. It 
wasn't. And the best proof of that is the 
way they tossed in that lush Anders. That 
was smoke screen pure and simple. If the 
thing had been really linked up they wouldn't 
have left us any human clue like Anders." 

By nine o'clock Mrs. Willis, Mrs. Medford, 
Glover; Devore and Charlie Irwin were as- 
sembled in the Willis living room, plus the 
three Reeds, Hogan and a few police. 

Everybody was nervous. Devore, the law- 
yer in him coming to the surface, paced up 
and down with his hands behind his back. 

"Ready?" Hogan asked. 

“I am," Reed said calmly. He looked 
around. “I’m a private investigator and I 
have no police authority. If I told Lieu- 
tenant Hogan how much’ every one of you 
has held out on him, you’d all wind up in the 
brig. However, I know who the murderer is 
now and I'll prove it shortly. Mrs. Willis, 
I’ve earned your retainer and you owe me 
some more dough. Your husband did not 
kill your father.” 

He swung toward Olivia. 

“The same goes for you, Mrs. Medford. 
Your husband did not kill your father. The 
same man killed all four—for one reason.” 

Olivia Medford sobbed. A confused mur- 
mur arose. 

“T know who it is too!” Charlie Irwin said, 
his eyes fixed on the lawyer. “Devore, 
weren’t you in the Navy during the first 
World War?” 

The lawyer looked startled. 

“Yes, why?” 

“You were hurt, and while recovering in 
the hospital you learned to embroider 
samplers!” 

“You can’t pin this on me!” Devore was 
on his feet, shouting. “I only did those 
samplers in the hospital. Twenty years ago. 
I haven’t done one since!” 

“Keep your shirt on, Devore,” Reed said. 
“You’re in the clear, even though the idea 
was to use samplers to throw suspicion on 
you, just in case. Our friend Irwin is anxious 
to toss red herrings. Know why? ’Cause he’s 
our murderer.” 


OBODY moved. Nobody spoke or 
breathed. Every eye fastened on Irwin. 
His cheeks flamed, then went pale. 
“That’s a serious accusation, young man!” 
he blustered. “Better get out your proof.” 
“Lieutenant Hogan has the proof, Irwin. 
He’s already raided the new garage thug 
headquarters and he’s got Brophy and your 
other boys who have been doing your dirty 
work. He's got their signed confessions.” 
Irwin glanced from Reed to Hogan. The 
police-lieutenant was poised as though wait- 
ing, his expression unreadable. Irwin sighed. 
“And I've got a gun in my pocket pointing 
right at you, Reed,” he said. “I’m sorry Matty 
bungled his job. TU try to do better.” 
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Something sailed through the air. It was 
Pat’s handbag, and it caught Irwin flush in 
the face.. His gun went off with a bang and 
both Reeds and three police officers dived for 
him. 

For a second there was a furious mélée, 
then Irwin was subdued, handcuffed and 
dragged to a chair. 

“Are you shot with luck!” Hogan mut- 
To to Reed. “I never thought he’d fall 

or it.” 

“Brophy will confess,” Reed said. “I was 
just a little ahead of him, that’s all.” 

The two women were huddled together, 
staring with fear-filled eyes at the man who 
had murdered their husbands and fathers. 

“He—he was my friend,” Olivia Medford 
choked. “I thought I knew him so well! I 
never dreamed he was one of those boys 
who—” 

“He was more dangerous than a rattle- 
snake. Didn’t either of you suspect it was 
he who was blackmailing you?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Willis. *We always mailed 
the money to a post-office box number and 
got our instructions over the telephone.” 


*Hogan pulled the prisoner to his feet. 

“Well, we'll see what we can save you out 
of the money he’s taken. The other damage 
he’s done—is done. As slickly as his sleight- 
of-hand put that sampler in the dish with 
Medford’s wrist-watch.” 

Lorna Willis came to Reed as the police 
took Irwin away. F 

“I’m sorry I tried to fool you, Mr. Reed. 
I see now that you were trying to help us. 
But you understand—" 

“I know. The past is dead. Forget it." 

*Mr. Devore and I are going to be married 
some day and try to make a new life for 
ourselves. Olivia, I hope and pray you can 
find a new life too—soon." 

Reed motioned to Johnny and Pat and 
they tiptoed out. 

“TIl send her a bill for the rest," Reed said. 
*Come on, Pat, you've got a job." 

“What?” 

“Picking out that nickel cigar.” 

“You mean you had the right name under 
the flap?” She waved good-by to the night- 
club. “Drat the man,” she said to Johnny. 
“Why does he always have to be right?” 
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PILOT TO MURDERER 


By WALT SHELDON 


Machine-Gunned by Enemy Fighters, the B-I7 Lumbers Toward 
lis Target—with a Murdered Tatl-Gunner and a Spy in Its Crew! 


dark and wet. I stood under the big 

wing of the Foolish Female and blew 
cigarette smoke into the mist just to see if 
I could tell the two apart. I couldn't. 

The bomber's four motors were just about 
warmed up and the crew was climbing 
aboard. I was checking the men on the clip- 
board held in the crook of my arm. Eight 
were a small crew, but when you put aboard 
extra gas, you have to fly short-handed. 

A late figure came from the line, flying 
boots spatting on the wet tarmac. I frowned 
It was Sergeant Struthers, the tail gunner. 
He saluted. 

“What’s the matter, Struthers?” 


p: WAS one of those English mornings, 


“Captain, something’ 5 happened. It's queer. 
I have got to tell you." 

I looked at my watch. 
now." 

Struthers was small. Tail gunners usually 
are. He had stringy blond hair that flopped 
aimlessly over his head. His eyes were 
set way back, and I could see that they were 
bloodshot. When he talked I smelled liquor. 
I didn't feel like listening to alcoholic day- 
dreams. I opened my mouth to say so. He 
beat me. His words came pouring out like 
G.I. beans from a sack. 

“Just before I got in, a few minutes ago, 
I saw a soldier talking to some guy at the 
field boundary over by the north wood. I 


*Not euch time . 
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was sneaking back from town. That’s how 
I saw it, sir. I yelled at both of ’em and the 
civilian beat it one way and the soldier the 
other. I chased the soldier, I chased him 
back to the cantonment area. I almost lost 
him a couple of times, and then he ducked 
right into the barracks where our crew is 
quartered," 

“Give me that again," I ordered. 

Portane, the crew chief stuck his head out 
of the radio operator's window. He was older 
than the rest. His face had deep lines, almost 
slashes in it. 

*One more minute, sir," he warned. 

I nodded. Technical Sergeant Portane was 
the nearest thing to a mother that a B-17 
can have. 

I spoke to Struthers. 

"We'll go over this later. In the air. 
call you on the interphone." 

Boarding, I went through the ship and into 
the pilot's seat. I placed the check list in the 
co-pilot's hand and got busy as he read it off. 

“Flaps, slots, right landing gear, left land- 
ing gear.” 

He had a young, eager voice that went with 
his smooth cheeks and perpetual grin. His 
name was, Algernon Victor Feathering. We 
called him “Methusalah.” 

I checked this and that. Before we knew 
it, we were working on the last item, the 
interphone system. 

In a B-17, every crew member has a little 

. box with a switch on it, called a “jack box." 

He plugs his microphone and headset into 
this and communicates with the other crew 
members, or hears the various radio sets 
aboard. It's an important check. 

“Pilot to crew, interphone check,” I said. 
“Make it fast." 

Their voices acknowledged one by one. 
Struthers, the tail gunner, was last. He must 
have been still excited. He practically whis- 
pered into the microphone. 

I didn't pay much attention to this at the 
time. It was already six a.m.—or zero-six- 
hundred, if you want to be technical. 

I needed a clearance, so I switched the jack 
box to the command position. 

*Y Control, this is À for Able. 
taxi." 

The earphones came alive. “A for Able, 
this is Y Control. Wind south southwest, 
ten miles, Cleared to runway one-eight. 
Over.” 

Alb this time I'd been turning Struther’s 
BS on a mental lathe, looking for flaws. 

new a little about testimony. In civilian 
life, I had been an “enterprising young law- 
yer.” This meant that I dusted the book- 
shelves and filled the ink bottles in the law 
offices of Grabok, Melnik, Copperstone and 
Solis-Wolfe. Once in a while they’d throw 
me a brief to prepare. A not very important 
one. 

What Struthers had said was unusual for 
several reasons. In the first place, he 


Til 


Ready to 


shouldn’t have been sneaking back from 
town. The crew of the Foolish Female had 
been alerted and given a hint of this mis- 
sion’s importance. 

In the second place, Struthers must have 
thought the incident mighty striking to in- 
criminate himself by reporting it. And in 
the third place, civilians weren’t supposed to 
be hanging around the field boundaries. 

I could think about all this because the 
routine of getting airborne is automatic. I 
was part of the ship fish-tailing to the run- 
way and getting cleared by Control. The 
boundary lights, fuzzy in the mist, streaked 
behind and the feel of power pushed at me 
from the seat. 


HE Foolish Female bit hard into the air 
as her wheels left the ground. 

I turned to Lieutenant Feathering. 

“Did you listen at the briefing, or were you 
snoozing as usual?” 

He grinned. “I listened.” 

“What’s your guess?” 

“About what?” 

“About the Nazi big shot we’re supposed 
to bomb,” I said. 

“I’m not sure," Feathering answered. “It’s 
a screwy mission any way you look at it. I 
mean this business of just us two knowing 
the target, meeting the other planes over 
France, and taking them on in. You know, 
it could be—I’m not saying it is—but it could 
be we’re dropping some high explosive on 
the guy with the mustache himself.” 

I nodded and reached for the microphone 
once more. 

“Pilot to tail gunner,” I said, “Go ahead.” 

No answer. 

“Pilot to tail gunner. 
peated. 

Silence. 

Portane’s voice sounded behind my shoul- 
der. The crew chief had been standing there, 
mothering the take-off as usual. The lines 
in his forehead were deeper. 

"Doesn't he answer?"  Portane asked. 
*Maybe his headset's unplugged. I'll go back 
and check." 

*Good idea," I said. 

Portane left the compartment. 

Light was coming out of the east now. It 
was a lemon colored light, and it made the 
low stratus under us look like a yellow carpet. 
The air itself was solid, not a bump in it. The 
air-speed needle hovered at about 180 mph. 
The controls were not too loose. Just right. 
It was a pilot's sky. 

I felt a faint change in the controls as 
Portane reached the tail. Not much differ- 
ence. But I knew the Foolish Female so well 
I could sense an extra rivet in her. Then 
Portane's voice came on the interphone. 

"Crew chief to pilot." 

*Go ahead, Portane." 

“Captain! There's something wrong here!” 


Go ahead,” I re- 
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“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“It’s Struthers!” He paused, as if trying to 
think out his next wont “Struthers is dead, 
sir. Somebody bashed his head in." 

.Feathering looked at me suddenly. He 
must have seen my shock. 

“Don’t touch anything." I said to Portane 
by mr *Come back here immediately." 

"What's up?" asked Feathering, who had 
not been wearing his earphones. 

*Plenty. Struthers has been killed. Por- 
tane says his head is bashed in." 

*His head bashed in! Is somebody sore at 
Struthers?” 

“Well, he wasn’t exactly voted ‘most pop- 
ular'," I replied. “But it may have been some- 
thing else.” 

€ hat ?" 

"Tell you later. I have to look at things." 

Portane emerged from behind the bomb 
racks, and I motioned for Feathering to take 
over. I slid down from my seat. Portane's 
face was very white. It made the lines in it 
look darker. 

“You're sure he's dead?" I asked. 

. "He is," nodded Portane. "It's not pretty, 
sir." 

“Anybody else know about this?” 

“T haven’t told anyone.” 

“Good,” I said. “Don’t. Not until I say 
so.” 

In the radio compartment, Hackley; the 
senior operator and waist gunner, was busy 
at the transmitter. Pizzaro, his assistant and 
ball-turret gunner, was making entries in the 
log. I opened the door to the rear of the 
ship, closed it carefully behind me, and went 
toward the tail. 

Struthers was lying half-in and half-out 
of the “stinger” compartment. His eyes were 
open and popped. They had that peculiar 
dead look of following you but not seeing 
you. From one corner of his mouth hung 
the tiny stub of a smoldering cigarette. The 
back of his head was horribly smashed. 

I looked at my watch. Zero-six-one-zero. 

The motors thrummed ahead and the fuse- 
lage groaned in the prop wash. Wind lashed 
through the waist openings and eddied in 
the tail. 

I bent and dragged Struthers out of the 
stinger compartment. It was nasty work and 
it did things to my soft palate. Then I 
stepped gingerly around the body and forced 
myself back into the tail. 

Struther’s mike hung where it belonged. 
But the switch was on. The earphones were 
in their place. I took the mike. 

“Co-pilot from pilot,” I spoke. 

Feathering’s voice answered. 

“Listen, Methusalah,” I said. “You keep 
her for awhile. Struthers has been sapped. 
I’ve got things to do.” 

“Roger,” he replied. 

Replacing the microphone, I sat thinking. 
I pulled a cigarette from my leather jacket 
and lit it. My watch said zero-six-one-two. 


Yy EEN my cigarette was down to where 

I felt heat on my lips, I notedymy watch 
again, then put out the cigarette, and wormed 
my way out of the compartment. I took one 
more look at Struthers and went into the 
radio room. I used the interphone to sum- 
mon all the crew but the co-pilot. 

“Fellows,” I said, “Sergeant Struthers has 
been killed. Hit on the head with something 
hard. He must have died instantly.” 

There was silence, open eyes and mouths. 

“Holy Gee!” Pizzaro exclaimed. 

I looked from one face to another. 

Lieutenant Crisp was thin-mouthed and 
quiet. He seemed to be sucking at his lean 
cheeks. 

Hodgins, the bombardier, had a moon face, 
expressionless. 

I looked at Hackley, the radio operator, 
and saw that he was staring stupidly at the 
floor. His hair had fallen forward over his 
eyes. 

Pizzaro’s orbs were black and wide. 

“Hackley,” I began. “How long did you 
know Struthers?” 

The radio man brushed his hair back. “No 
longer than the rest of us, sir. After all, 
we've only been together a month." 

I nodded. A crew of volunteers had been 
picked and specially trained for this mission. 

*Did Struthers have any enemies?" I con- 
tinued, still looking at Hackley. 

“Well, sir—" Hackley tucked one lip in. 

“Go on." 

“I guess none of us liked him much. Only 
I wouldn't say anybody hated him enough 
to bump him off." 

*What do you mean?" 

“Well, Struthers was a fine gunner, but 
—” Hackley stopped again. 

*But what?" 

“TIl tell you, sir," Pizzaro put in suddenly. 
His dark eyes had small dots of light in them. 
*Struthers was a heel. Forgive me for talk- 
ing like that about a dead man, but he was." 

*In what way?" 

“Women,” said Pizzaro. “You know what 
I mean. Didn't matter who. One day I 
showed him a picture of an English girl I 
know, and he said—" Pizzaro clamped his 
teeth together. 

“What did you do?" 

“I socked him." 

Hackley suddenly interrupted. 

“Pizzaro wasn’t the only one, sir. I had 
fights with him, too. I think we all did. 
Struthers used to drink, even though we 
were alerted. I can tell you without ratting, 
now he’s dead.” i . : 

“The rest of us always got sore about 
that," Pizzaro added. “It was his business if 
he wanted to drink, but we figured he'd get 
altitude bends some day when we needed 
him bad." : 

I turned to Crisp and Hodgins. 

“What about you fellows? Did you know 
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anything more about Struthers?” 

Crisp lengthened his slender face. “Scarcely 
éver saw the bird. Thought he was a bit 
sullen.” 

Hodgins merely shook his head. 

I sent both of them back to the nose and 
then continued with the three enlisted men. 

“Portane, tell me exactly what happened 
last night when Struthers came into the 
barracks. Don’t leave out a single detail.” 

Portane ridged his brows. 

“Captain, I was sound asleep. I usually 
am, I guess. I don’t remember a darned thing 
until Hackley here was shaking my shoulder 
and yelling— ‘Get up, Sarge, this is it.’” 

“How about you?” I asked Hackley. 

“Well, I was sleeping, too, until the speaker 
sounded,” he answered. “I popped out of 
bed—you know, not exactly awake—and 
turned on the light, Struthers was standing 
in the doorway breathing hard, as if he had 
just been running. Mud was all over his 
shoes. I figured he must have been up in the 
north wood where it’s boggy.” 

I picked up a. pad from Hackley’s desk, 
tore off a sheet and penciled a few notes. I 
wanted to get events into their proper se- 
quence. 

Hackley was still talking— 

“I said to Struthers, ‘Where the devil have 
you been?’ It would have been like Struthers 
to say it was none of my business, or some 
brilliant remark like that. But he didn’t. He 
said, ‘Did anybody come in here just now?’ 
I told him not to be silly. He hopped over 
to his foot locker and started putting his 
field clothes on. He had been duded up, so 
he might have been to town on a binge. I 
think a friend of his was on guard duty to- 
night. Thats how he got in the gate. He 
must have sneaked through the north wood 
to avoid the Officer of the Day." 


]p»z2^&so had a strange expression on his 
face. I nodded to him. 

*Somebody did come in before Struthers," 
Pizzaro said. 

“Who?” I inquired. 

“I dunno, sir. But I’m a pretty light 
sleeper. What I mean is I sleep in a kind of 
a three-quarter sleep.” 

“Go on,” I instructed. 

“Just before Struthers came in, somebody 
else came in, In a big hurry. I heard shoes 
fall, then somebody getting into bed.” 

“Whose bed was it?” 

Pizzaro spread his palms expressively. 
“That’s what I don’t know. I’m just a three- 
quarter sleeper. I get some things and miss 
others.” 

“Who had his clothes on when you all got 
up this morning. Who besides Struthers?” 
I asked the three of them. 

Nobody seemed to know. 

“When the alert sounds you just get up,” 
Portane remarked. “You hardly look at the 





next guy to see what he is doing.” 

“T suppose so,” I admitted. 

Hackley shook his hair away from his face. 
“Pizzaro might have been dreaming. He 
dreams sometimes. Makes an awful racket.” 

“T tell you I was not dreaming!” Pizzaro 
exploded. 

Hackley suddenly snatched at the ear- 
phones. There was the sound of high-pitched 
code. He grabbed a pencil and began copy- 
ing. In another moment he had acknowl- 
edged the message and handed it to me. It 
was in cipher, 

“That’s all for now,” I said, and went 
through the bomb racks toward the pilot's 
compartment, 

I decoded the message, writing down the 
plain text on the reverse side of a blank. 
Then I handed it to Feathering. 

“Here, Methusalah,” I said. “Read it." 

“T don’t believe it!” Feathering gasped. 

The message was— 


SUSPECT ENEMY AGENT ABOARD 
YOUR FLIGHT TO DESTROY CRAFT 
INVESTIGATE SIGNED THORPE. 


Making out a reply, I encoded it. I told 
what had happened as concisely as I could 
and asked for instructions. I said not to 
reply if I were to continue according to plan. 
There was no use cluttering the air with 
unnecessary transmissions. The enemy had 
a nasty habit of fixing your position from 
such things. 

Calling Hackley to fetch the message for 
transmission, I then settled back in the seat. 

“Methusalah,” I said to Feathering, “who 
in blazes on this ship could be an enemy 
agent?” 

"Well" Feathering answered, "I used to 
be in S-2 before I took pilot training. In 
Intelligence you learn some funny things." 

"Like what?" 

“Most people,” he said, “have the idea that 
spies go around spying all the time, if you 
see what I mean.” 

“What else would they do?” 

“Plenty else. The enemy has agents in 
allied countries. In the armies, too. They 
just sit around waiting for something to crop 
up.” 

“But every 
gated.” 

“Ever try to make an absolutely thorough 
investigation of maybe ten million men?” 
Feathering asked seriously. 

I saw his point. “Go on.” : 

“This mission is a volunteer assignment. 
That would make it easier for an agent. You 
know how it is. Several guys volunteer, but 
the one who looks most eager and maybe 
says a word for himself, gets it.” 

“Good thought,” I remarked. 

“It’s perfectly possible,” he went on, “that 
somebody spent months or years in the army 


map in the army is investi- 
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without tipping his hand, and then he sud- 
denly got this opportunity to botch up some- 
thing real important. Or, it could be that 
enemy intelligence got wind of the mission 
and assigned him.” He shook his head rue- 
fully. "The things that go on in this world," 
he said, “scare you silly at times." 

“Methusalah, has it occurred to you that 
unless we find Struthers’ murderer, we’re 
apt to get ourselves sabotaged for good?” 

His boyish face was a little surprised. 
“You think our number is coming up?” 

“Before we took off, Struthers stumbled 
across two men at the edge of the field. One 
was a civilian. Struthers chased the soldier 
into the barracks where our crew sleeps. By 
that time the alert had sounded. The soldier 
that Struthers chased had time to look half- 
dressed like the rest of our crew. Struthers 
tried to tell me about it when we were warm- 
ing up.” : 

‘Anybody hear him?” asked Feathering. 

“Somebody could have,” I said. “You 
could have yourself.” 

“Not me,” said Feathering. 


TRE navigator, Crisp, came up from be- 

hind. He held up a chart, puzzled. There 
was a hole about the size of a half dollar 
torn into it. 

“Now who would do a thing like that,” 
Crisp asked. 

I took the chart, which portrayed the 
coast of Norway. The torn portion was 
smack in the middle of the North Sea. It 
didn’t seem to mean a thing. 

"I can’t figure it out, either," 
turning the chart. 

Crisp disappeared again. 

Feathering motioned the control column 
over to me and got up, squeezing his loose 
frame between the two seats. 

“Like to stretch my legs," he said. 

Below the overcast, the sky was beginning 
to thin in places. Here and there were 
jagged holes. I settled down to piloting and 
thinking. It was only a moment later that 
I felt a slight shift in the sensitivity of the 
control column again. 

That would be Feathering, taking a look at 
the body. 

Then I was aware of a thought trying to 
push into my brain. It had something to do 
with the control column. It was like trying 
to remember an old song, or a character in 
a book, and not quite doing it. It was mad- 
dening. Was it the tail? It must have some- 
thing to do with the tail. Crazy ideas came 
and I knew they weren't right, but I thought 
them just the same. 

It was no use. I leaned back, annoyed. 

Feathering came back. 

“T saw it,” he said, his young face hard. 

“Take over,” I told him. 

The idea of the ship's tail kept oe 

at my brain. I walked aft. 


I said, re- 





Hackley, the radio man, was bent over his 
desk. He didn’t see me. I glanced down and 
saw that he had my coded message in front 
of him. Beside it, he had papers filled with 
figures and letters. 

“Hackley!” 

He looked up, his face red. 

"I—I was just curious, sir. It fascinates 
me.” He gulped. “I always do the crypto- 
grams in the papers.” 

“You'd better give me that,” I said. 

* Yes, sir." 

I would deal with Hackley later. Now I 
had to get to the tail compartment. 

I could feel both Hackley and Pizzaro 
watch me as I opened the door and stepped 
into the waist. I slammed it behind me and 
went on through the fuselage. 

Once again at the tail compartment, I ex- 
amined Struthers’ body where it lay. The 
whole business was beginning to make kind 
of a pattern. But certain parts were missing. 
The tail had something to do with those 
missing parts. 

Propping myself against the fuselage, I 
locked. at the floor. I must have sat like that 
for a full sixty seconds, looking at a little 
piece of paper all the time, before I realized 
it was there. It was half-wedged under a 
floor stringer. It was crumpled into a minia- 
ture cup about the size of a .22 caliber car- 
tridge. 

I picked it up, stared at it. Missing details 
suddenly clicked into place. Very slowly I 
unfolded the paper and saw that it was the 
missing piece of Crisp's aeronautical chart. 

Looking out the open windows in the 
plane's waist, I noted the way that the wind 
whipped. If someone had tried to throw the 
scrap of paper overboard, it might very well 
have blown back into the fuselage. 

Then I wiggled once more into the tail 
gunner's stinger. This time I fiddled for a 
moment with the interphone jack box. 
When I had finished, several more details 
were in the pattern. Everything now, ex- 
cept the one thing that kept bothering me. 
Something about the tail. 

I went back into the radio compartment. 

Portane was talking to Hackley and Piz- 
zaro. 

“Portane,” I asked, “did you check the . 
ship thoroughly before take-off?” 

“Absolutely, sir.” The lines in his fore- 
head deepened. 

“The interphone system?” I persisted. 
<- “Captain Keyes,” he said, irretrievably 
hurt, "I wouldn't enter an okay on the form 
unless I'd checked everything personally." 

"I know you wouldn't, Portane," I smiled. 
“I just had to make sure. You understand?” 

“Yes, sir.” His tone was not convincing. 


If9DciNS the bombardier, thrust his 
round face out of the bomb bay. There 
was a lot of white around his irises, and 
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there was heavy sweat on his brow. 

“Hey!” he yelled, “The wing tank had a 
burning fuse behind it!” 

“What?” I demanded. 

Hodgins brought his plump body up from 
the bomb racks. 

“T was checking the bombs when I saw it. 
I put it out.” In his hand was a twisted 
length of rag, charred at one end. 

“Good work,” I said to Hodgins. 

I went back to the pilot’s seat. 

“Methusalah,” I told Feathering, “things 
are coming to a head.” 

“How p" 

“Our boy friend just tried to botch up the 
wing tank. Hodgins caught it luckily. What's 
more, I found the missing piece from Crisp's 
chart. Somebody used it to stuff Struthers' 
jack box so that his interphone wouldn't 
work." 

“But if it didn't work, how come he an- 
swered you before we took off?" Feathering 
protested. 

*Did you notice his voice then?" 

*Not particularly." 

“It was a sort of whisper.” 

Feathering kept his eyes ahead and ad- 
justed Number Two throttle. The needle on 
the manifold-pressure gauge swung upward. 

“Ever listen to two people whispering?” 
I asked Feathering. “It’s one way you can't 
distinguish voices very easily." 

“I get it" Feathering said. 
didn’t answer. Somebody answered for him. 

“Roger,” I said. 

“But why plug his interphone?" 

“Im not sure just yet. When Struthers 
got aboard, I made the interphone check. 
He answered probably, but didn't realize I 
couldn't hear him. At about the same mo- 
ment, the murderer answered for him in a 
whisper." 

“That makes sense," 
mented. 

"When we took off, somebody bashed 
Struthers on the head." 

There was a voice at my shoulder. 

“Pardon me, sir, said Portane. 

„I started. I didn't know he'd been stand- 
ing there. | 

“I think I know what Struthers got hit 
with," Portane added. 

“You do?" 

“My hammer is missing from the tool 
locker." 

“When did you find this out?” I demanded. 

“Just a few minutes ago. I went to get 
a wrench and check the wing tank Lieuten- 
ant Hodgins found the fuse behind." 

"That's one more piece in the puzzle, Por- 
tane. You go back and keep an eye on Hack- 
ley and Pizzaro." 

“Sure thing, sir.” 

‘He went away. : 

Feathering leaned toward me. - 

“You say we took off and somebody killed 


“Struthers 


Feathering com- 


Struthers. How do you know it was after - 
we took off?” 

“Struthers had a cigarette in his mouth, 
still burning when I saw him at six-ten. We 
took off at six. It only takes eight minutes 
to smoke a cigarette way down. I timed it.” 

Feathering suddenly became cane-stiff, his 
eyes focused on the sky. 

I knew that it was an enemy plane with- 
out asking. 

“Where?” I asked. 

“Eleven o’clock, and high up.” 

I followed his gaze. There were four fight- 
ers. They had that peculiar illusion of crab- 
bing sideways. 

I didn’t have to see their markings. I knew 
those square wing tips well. 

"Crew from pilot," I shouted into the in- 


terphone. “Battle stations. Four One-O- 
Nine, eleven o'clock, high!” 
“Here we go,” said Feathering. 


He pushed the wheel with one hand and 
the throttles with the other. We started 
poH downward to the broken cloud 
ayer. 

The 109's followed fast. The first one slid 
into a pursuit-curve to target us. I heard 
our top turret yammer when the enemy's 
wings winked machine-gun flame. 

As a cloud blanket rushed at us, I tapped 
Feathering's shoulder to start pulling out. 
My safety belt dug into my midriff. I fe]t 
my head tighten. 

We pulled out neatly just as we dipped into 
the clouds. Vapor came at the windshield, 
rushing past in the slipstream. 

Then 1 felt the big ship shudder. 

"They got us somewhere," Feathering 
shouted. 

I squinted at the outside. 

“These clouds are too thin,” I yelled. 
"They're coming right after us into the 
stuff!" I spoke into the interphone. “Pilot 


'to crew. Is everybody all right?" 


“I think Hackley's hurt,” Pizzaro re- 
sponded. “I’m watchin’ the bottom side. I 
think a 109 is trying to get on our tail!" 

Feathering ripped off his earphones and 
unbuckled his safety belt. 

“T better go back to man the stinger,” he 
snapped. 

I nodded assent and took the interphone 
to tell the crew of Portane’s move. 


HE altimeter read six-thousand feet. We 
had better than an even chance of knock- 
ing the 109’s off. The Foolish Female’s guns 
shook her up a bit. I heard Pizzaro’s voice 
in the phone. 
“Got him, Captain? I got him!” 
I concentrated on making a nice, level 
shooting platform out of the plane, I was 


waiting for that slight feel in the controls 

when Feathering got back into the tail. 
Then, like a kick in the face from a Mis- 

souri mule, the thought I'd been grasping 
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for, struck me, full in the face. 
“Of course!” I told myself. 
Someone else was babbling into the inter- 


phone that he’d shot down another. But I 
scarcely heard. 
“Portane,” I called into the mike. “Come 


forward a minute. You hear me, Portane?” 

The crew chief’s voice answered, “Roger. 
Wilco.” 

I turned and saw his legs come down from 
the top turret, In a moment he was at my 
shoulder. . 

“Take the co-pilot’s seat,” I said. 

He obeyed. I reached down beside me. 

“That’s good, Portane, I didn't want you 
behind me." 

My hand came up with a Colt .45. 

“Sir!” exploded Portane. “I don't under- 
stand!” 

“Yes, you do,” I told him. “You’re not go- 
ing to botch up the mission this time.” 

“T don’t know what you’re talking about,” 
said Portane. 

The lines in his face were working into 
long patterns. 

In my left headphone I heard Feathering 
shout, “Got all but one of em, skipper!” 

“Tf you think I killed Struthers—" Portane 
began. 

"You bet I do," I whipped back at him. 
“You plugged Struthers’ interphone, then 
answered for him on the pre-flight check. 
You knew he wouldn't answer when I called 
him in the air. You were quick enough to 
suggest going back and seeing what was the 
matter. 

“You went back and hit him on the head 
with your hammer, and immediately returned 
and said you'd found him dead," I went on. 
*You threw the hammer overboard with the 
paper you used to plug the jack. But the 
paper blew back into the plane. I found it.” 

'Two things happened then. 

In the left earphone Feathering yelled, 
*Hey you guys up front. The 109 has cir- 
cled around. He's coming from one o'clock." 

The nose guns began to shake out their 
loads. At the same time, Portane's hand 


came down and knocked my pistol aside. His 
fingers closed on my wrist. They were tough 
fingers and they bit like metal. I tried, with 
my free hand, to push him away and keep the 
control column between my knees. I wasn't 
doing very well, 

The windshield suddenly began to get holes 
in it. I felt Portane jerk about three times, 
and at the same instant a cargo of bricks hit 
me in the leg. 

I had absolutely no feeling from the hip 
down. Absolutely none. I looked at Por- 
tane's hand and saw it uncurl from my wrist. 
I felt all of his weight against me and pushed 
him to one side. 

The interphone jabbered, “We got him. 
It's the last one.’ 

The jabbering turned into a buzz and then 
a kind of a piercing whine. I began to see 
pretty colors. 

It was a funny transition, and I lost track 
of time. The pretty colors turned into the 
instrument panel and the panel turned into 
the cockpit. Then the windshield and the rest 
of the world came into view. 

I reached for the wheel and Feathering’s 
voice said, “Easy, skipper. I’ve got it.” 

I saw, then, that he was beside me. He 
had come unnoticed to remove Portane. 

Now my leg hurt. I made faces. 

“Just the flesh,” said Feathering, looking at 
it. “Pizzaro will be here in a minute to patch 
it up. He’s working on Portane, now.” 

“Portane isn’t dead?” I asked, and bit my 
lips. 

P He thinks he's dying. He confessed. But 
he'll live long enough to face a firing squad. 
Say, skipper, how in blazes did you know it 
was Portane?" 

I tried to grin. 

*Methusalah, when somebody goes toward 
the tail of the plane, I can feel it on the stick. 
I knew, on account of the cigarette, that 
Struthers was killed after we took off. No- 
body went back to the stringer from the time 
we took off until Portane did. It couldn't 
have been anybody else." 

“Roger!” Feathering grinned. 


Next Issue: HOOK, LINE AND SINKER, an Exciting Story by M. D. ORR 


Can’t Keep Grandma 


In Her Chair 


She's as Lively as a Youngster— Now her Backache is better 


Many sufferers relieve nagging backache — 
ly, once they discover that the real « cause of their 
trouble may be tired kidneys. 

The kidneys are Nature's e chief way of taking 
is excess acids and waste out of the blood. They 
;help most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits 
.poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it 
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains, 


leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up 





nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head- 
aches and dizziness. Frequent or Scanty passages 
with smarting and burning sometimes shows 
there is something wrong with your kidneys or 
bladder, 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. 
They give happy relief and will help the 15 miles 
of kidney tubes flush out poisonous waste from 
your blood, Get Doan’s Pills. 

- (Adv.) 





By JOHN L. BENTON 
Ed Rice Masquerades as a Corpse to Nab a Killer! 


Lansing Carnival when murder breaks 

loose on the lot. Ed Rice is my name, 
and if I do say it myself with unbecoming 
modesty, I’ve got the gift of gab. I do the 
ballyhoo for one of the shows on the Mid- 
way, and my spiel sure drags in the cash cus- 
tomers. 

I’ve worked carnies since before I was old 
enough to know better. But don’t get me 
wrong. I am just kidding by that crack. 
I’ve known lots of swell folks in the car- 
nival game, and been with some grand out- 
fits, but the Slocum-Lansing set-up is some- 
thing else again. 

“There’s one thing I want understood 
from the start, Mr. Rice,” says Colonel 
Rumsey Slocum, who owns. the show-—ex- 
cept when there is trouble with the Law, and 
then John Lansing becomes the boss. “We 
are not in business for our health, so any 
ideas that might occur to you that will bring 
in an honest dollar will be most cordially 
welcomed.” 

“I get you, Colonel,” I say. 
if I get any bright ideas.” 

It isn’t until I’d been with the show for 
a week or so that I get the irony of that 
crack about an honest dollar. There is no 
such thing on the lot. If there ever was a 
carny tigged to trim the suckers it is the 
Slocum-Lansing outfit Every concession 
from the games to the Ten-in-One show is 
crooked. "There's a gaff on everything. 


I: TRAVELING with the Slocum- 


“TIl tell you 


The carnival is small and mostly plays the 


tank towns. When we set up on the lot 
there is the Ten-in-One, which is the freak 
show, two girl-shows, a pit-show, which 
consists of a few small animals, and a *walk- 
through" which don't mean much. 

I am the spieler for the freak show. In it 
we have Madame Zonga, who does a mind- 
reading act, Queen Tillie, the fat lady, 
Semba, the strong man, a thin man, an al- 
ligator-skin boy, a midget, the half-man-and- 
half-woman, a snake charmer, a giant and a 
sword-swallower. Ten different acts, which 
is why it is called the Ten-in-One. 

From the day I start on the job, Semba, 
the strong man, seems to take a dislike to me. 
Just why, I don’t know then. It can’t -be 
because I get in his hair, for he is as bald as 
an Easter egg. He is supposed to be the 
strongest man in the world—a savage found 
in the wilds of Borneo before the war. 

"You're supposed to play me up big," he 
tells me when I meet him for the first time. 
“Tm the star act in this show. The last man 


who had your job as ‘opener’ didn't agree 
on that—so he got fired." 

*Don't let him kid you, Ed," says the fat 
lady, who is listening as are the others in the 
show. “Semba just thinks he's important 
around here. If you ask me, he's the weak- 
est strong man I ever worked with in any 
show." 


A 


“Be quiet, Queen.” 
“You talk too much.” 





Ed Rice 


Semba glares at her. 


IGHT then I decide that Semba, whose 

real name is Joe Carson, would make a 
dangerous and vicious enemy. He is big, 
with bulging muscles, and he wears tan 
make-up all over his body, and a leopard 
skin when he is doing his act. He sure fea- 
tures the wild, strong man from Borneo. 

From the way they act I can see the rest 
of the performers in the Ten-in-One don’t 
like Semba, and I gradually find out why. 
The strong man has a cruel sense of humor. 
He thinks it is fun to get Zolinda’s snakes 
excited just before a show so that she has a 
hard time handling them. He is always pick- 
ing on Tiny Tad, the midget. 

All in all I find Semba isn’t a gorilla I 
could learn to like. I’m too fond of animals. 
But he don’t bother me much the first few 
weeks I am with:the show. And I find that 
when you work for the colonel you labor, 
and I don’t mean maybe. 

There is a girl in the Posing Show that I 
think is really something. Her name is Sue 
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Deming, and she is a slender brunette with 
all the curves in the right places. A pretty 
kid, not more than twenty—and if you ask 
me, she don’t belong with that carny crowd. 

Old Jed Weston, who does a clown bicycle 
act with the show, is always watching Sue, 
and protecting her when there is any trouble. 
I wonder about this until I learn that Jed is 
the girl’s uncle. Semba is always trying to 
make dates with Sue and getting turned 
down. He don’t like that at all. 

About the third week I am on the job I 
have a run-in with Colonel Slocum about my 
salary. Every week when my pay is due he 
gives me the sob story about the show hav- 
ing had a bad week, expenses are high, and 
so he can pay me only half of my wages. 
After the third week of that routine it gets 
monotonous. 

“Quit stalling and hand over what’s due 
me, Colonel,” I tell him one Saturday night. 
“You owe me forty bucks and I can use that 
dough.” 

“Now, now, Ed,” says Slocum in a fatherly 
tone, as he tugs at his white goatee. “Be: 
reasonable. I like you, my boy, and want 
to do all I can for you, and I'll prove it.” 

He reaches into his left hand trouser 
pocket and pulls out a thin roll of bills, peels 
off a sawbuck and hands it to me. He makes 
it look like a grand gesture. It might im- 
press me if I didn’t happen to know he car- 
ries enough money in a roll in his right-hand 
pocket to choke a horse. 

“You still owe me thirty,” I say, as I 
take the ten-spot. “Come on—give.” Then 
I get smart and make the crack that nearly 
costs me my life. “I mean it, Colonel, You 
see, I happen to know where the body is 
buried.” 

For a moment Slocum just sits there glar- 
ing at me. Up to then I’m thinking he is. 
just a crooked old bluff, but it dawns on me 
that the colonel might be really dangerous. 

“I wonder if you do know something, Ed,” 
he says, half-talking to himself. “Or are 
you just babbling." 

"Babbling, my eye," I say, hoping to bluff 
him into handing over the rest of my pay. 
“T know plenty. Then I think of some- 
thing that has been worrying me ever since 
I'd started working for the carny. "Where's 
John Lansing?" 

I have never seen Lansing around, and 
when I ask any of the rest of the carnival 
bunch about him, they either change the 
subject in a hurry or just shut up. Sue and 
I have become good friends, but every time 
Iask her about Lansing she just looks scared 
and won't talk. è 

A week ago we had played a town where 
some of the local citizens hadn’t liked the 
way no one but our shills won on the games. 
Unfortunately the colonel had picked a town 
where everybody knows everyone else, so 
they spot the shills and raise a howl. Slocum 
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blames it all on Lansing when the local Law 
comes around. According to the colonel, 
Lansing is the sole owner of the show, but 
he is away. 

We get out of there fast—before they 
close us up. 

Now I find that with my crack about 
knowing where the body is buried I have 
stepped into something. 

“Lansing is around,” the colonel says 
slowly. “But perhaps you had better for- 
get the whole thing, Ed.” He counts the 
thin roll of bills he is still holding in his 
hand. “Here’s the rest of your salary money 
—thirty dollars still due, wasn’t it?” 

"That's right. I count the money, then 
stick it in my pocket. There is something 
about the way the colonel is watching me 
that makes me feel creepy. “Thanks, colo- 
nel." 

"You're welcome.” His tone is dry. 

I leave him then and head for the trailer 
where I sleep. It belongs to a couple of 
other spielers on the lot—Fred Lester and 
Bill McKee. But when I reach the trailer 
Bill and Fred are not there. Then I remem- 
ber they said they were going into town 
after we closed for the night. We are play- 
ing the week in the outskirts of a fair-sized 
city. 


OR a time I sit outside the trailer smok- 

ing. It is a hot night—sticky, and with 
not the slightest hint of a breeze stirring. I 
haven't been there long when Sue appears. 
She lives in another trailer with a couple of 
the other girls in the Posing Show. 

"All alone, Ed?" she asks as she seats 
herself beside me. “It sure is hot tónight." 

She is wearing a thin summer dress, and 
she sure looks lovely in the moonlight. 
Funny, I have been seeing her every day in 
the scanty, one-piece bathing suit she wears 
in the show, but she never has looked as 
pretty as she does now. : 

We ‘talk for a while, just casual chatter 
that don’t mean much. The door of the 
trailer is open, and we are sitting on the 
doorstep. I put my arm around her and she 
don’t try to draw away. 

“I made a mistake tonight,” I say casually, 
and she leans her head against my shoulder. 
“I told the Colonel I knew where the body 
is buried." 

Sue sighs. "You're smart, Ed," she says. 
*We've all been sure that John Lansing was 
murdered—but no one can prove it." 

“Murdered!” I exclaim. “So that's it! 
Have you any idea why he might have been 
killed?” 

“No,” Sue says slowly. "We've all been 
afraid to talk. Anyone on the lot might be 
the murderer. None of us want to be the 
next victim. Just tonight Uncle Jed told 
me that he has proof that Lansing was mur- 
dered—but he is not going to say anything 
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until he has a chance to talk to the police in 
town tomorrow.” 

Just then I hear a slight sound on the 
other side of the trailer. It sounds like a 
twig breaking as someone steps on it. Sue 
draws away from me, a look of fear on her 
face. Her blue eyes gleam in the pale light. 

*[ heard someone,” she whispers. 

We listen. There is the sound of foot- 
steps—someone moving away swiftly. I get 
to my feet and go around the trailer. I 
catch a glimpse of a big shadowy form dis- 
appearing in some trees at the edge of the 
lot. 

“See anyone?” Sue asks, as she joins me. 

“Somebody ducked in among those trees,” 
I say. “Couldn’t be sure who it was though." 

“Semba?” she asks. “Hes always fol- 
lowing me." 

“Might have been. A big man anyway. 
It could have been Harry the giant. 1—" 

From the trees there comes the cry of 
someone in pain. I stop speaking abruptly 
as I heard it. Sue catches me by the arm, 
her fingers digging into the flesh through my 
shirt sleeve. 

“I’m going to see what's happened," I 
say. "You'd better stay here, Sue.” 

“All right, if you say so, Ed." She re- 
leases my arm. “But be careful.” 

I run toward the trees, and when I get 
near them I slow down to a walk. I don't 
know what might be waiting back there in 
the shadows, for the thick branches cut off 
the light from the moon, I step forward, 
moving into the shadows. 

At any moment I expect somebody to 
pounce on me, but nothing moves. I step 
into a clearing beyond the trees. There I see 
a still form lying on the grass, the white face 
staring up at the sky. There is no one else 
around. 

I go closer to that motionless figure— 
there's something familiar about it. When 
I get a good look at the face I see it is Jed 
Weston. He is wearing ordinary clothes— 
not the usual clown suit and make-up he 
wears while the show is going on. 

For a moment I stand there, listening, 
trying to assure myself the murderer is not 
lurking close by. I hear nothing, so I lean 
down and examine the old man. Jed is dead 
all right. Somebody has broken his neck. 

“Semba?” I mutter. “I wonder?” 

I am sure the killer is gone, but I’m dread- 
ing the task I have now. It won't be easy to 
tell Sue her uncle is dead—murdered. 

I whirl as I hear a noise behind me. Sue is 
standing there. She moves forward slowly. 

“It—it’s Uncle Jed," she says, her voice 
trembling. “And they killed him!” 

“That’s right, Sue. I’m sorry. But there 
is something your uncle would want you to 
do for him—and that’s help me find the mur- 
derer.” 

“Of course.” Sue nods. “But how, Ed?” 





“Weve got to make the killer think your 
uncle isn’t dead,” I say. “And then perhaps 
the murderer will come out into the open and 
try again.” 

She turns away, so she can no longer see 
the corpse. I talk fast and finally she nods 
again. 

“T guess it is the only way,” she says, when 
I finish. “I hope it works.” 

“You go back to your trailer, honey,” I 
say. “I'll take care of everything. But re- 
member the clown costume.” 

I wait until she is gone, then go back to 
the trailer and get a blanket. I wrap the 
dead man in this and carry the body to a 
sort of gully where I hide it. I’m going to 
leave it there only until sometime tomorrow, 
but I try to arrange things so Jed Weston’s 
body won't be found easily. Then I go back 
to the trailer. 


AT NOON the next day I have appar- 

ently disappeared. The colonel gives 
Bill McKee the job of spieler for the Ten- 
in-One. I am hiding on the lot, and now I 
am dressed in the clown outfit that Jed Wes- 
ton had worn. My face is painted white, 
and I wear a bald wig which is also covered 
with clown-white. I have a painted, red 
putty nose and must look exactly like the 
dead man in costume. 

I wait until the afternoon show starts. 
McKee is out in front of the tent, giving the 
spiel. Some of the freaks are standing on 
the platform in front of the tent for the 
ballyhoo. I see that Semba is up there. 

Sue and some of the other girls in the Pos- 
ing Show are standing out front of their tent, 
dressed in bathing suits. I notice that the 
"Sampson" is close to the tent. That is the 
thing where you hit a trigger with a big 
wooden mallet, and a sort of thermometer 
registers your strength. If you're good, a 
bell rings and you get a tigar. But it is 
phony-rigged like everything else and only 
the shills ever ring the bell They know 
the gaff on the joint. 

I step out near the front of the Ten-in-One. 
Semba sees me and goes wild. He grabs a 
knife out of the sword-swallower's hand 
leaps down off the platform, and comes run- 
ning toward me with the weapon in his hand. 

“T’ll kill you!" Semba shouts. : 

I aim a right at his jaw, but I might just 
as well be trying to break a cement wall with 
my fist. He grabs me by the throat with his 
left hand and thrusts me backward, raising 
the knife to plunge it into my heart. 

But Sue has leaped down off the platform 
of the other tent, and she grabs up the 
wooden mallet that belongs to the Sampson 
as she races toward us. She raises the mallet 
with both hands and brings it down on Sem- 
ba's head just as the point of the knife cuts. 
the flesh of my chest. Semba drops— 
knocked cold by the blow. 
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“What’s going on here?” demands Colo- 
nel Slocum as he comes rushing up, his 
familiar heavy cane in his right hand. “Why 
did Semba try to kill you, Ed?” 

: “Ed?” I say. “So you know that I'm not 
Weston, do you, Colonel? Then you must 
have been sure you murdered Jed last night. 
Broke his neck by hitting him in just in the 
right spot with that cane of yours. I guess 
he must have discovered that you did mur- 
der John Lansing, and get rid of the body 
somewhere.” 

“He lied to me!” says Semba, as he opens 
his eyes and staggers to his feet: He sure is 
hard-headed. “Told me you had killed Jed, 
and were going to blame me for the crime. 
That you were going to pretend you were 
Weston in the clown outfit. So when I saw 
you I tried to kill you." 

“I misjudged you last night, Colonel,” I 
say. “You did stick around and must have 
heard everything Sue and I said. So you 
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talked Semba into making an attempt to kill 
me today." 

“Nonsense, my boy,” says the colonel, try- 
ing to assume his fatherly air. “You imagined 
the whole thing. Why should I murder my 
partner?" 1 

*Because Lansing had all his money in the 
show!” shouts Semba. “And you wanted 
that dough! I've kept quiet long enough. 
I saw you kill Lansing—and I'm.willing to 
talk to the police" He smiles at me. 
"Thats why I didn’t like you when you 
joined the show, Ed. I thought you might 
be a detective." 

*He was, in a way," says Sue, looking at 
me proudly. “At least he found the real 
killer.” She raises the mallet in her hands. 
“Keep still, Colonel, or I'll win a cigar by 
hitting you over the head with this." 

“My gal,” I say, with a grin, as the local 
police who are on the lot come toward us. 
*Ain't she something !" 





Private First Class Franklin McGinnis plays hide and seek with Death as the referee 
when he strives to solve the murder of Commander Bennett in THE DEATH 
PATROL, a mystery novelet by CURTISS T. GARDNER next issue! 








VAAN AME SAH St er 


MÀ MÀ es 


ex 


W^ = 





McCann heard a thud 
in his bunk 





DEATH BY PROXY 


By M. D. ORR 


Archie McCann, British Secret Agent, Finds Himself Pitted Against 
a New Guinea Poison Dagger Assassin Who Strikes in the Dark! 


ROPICAL night embraced the little 

B native village of Tambu in the Owen 

Stanley mountains of New Guinea. 
Smothering humidity crept through the ram- 
shackle hut of Archibald Sylvester Brewster 
McCann and caused him to toss fitfully in 
his restless sleep. The calls of the night 
birds grew weake: as the depressing heat 
deepened. 

A dark shadow was moving silently up 
the narrow trail leading to Tambu. It 
paused frequently in the deep shadows of the 
thicket, only to scuttle onward like a huge 
misshapen ape. When it neared McCann's 
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hut, which was some distance from the na- 
tive village, its movements became more 
cautious. 

McCann’s breathing ceased as he suddenly 
awakened. He sat upright in his bunk. He 
listened intently, then silently opened his 
mosquito-netting canopy and stepped onto 
the dirt floor. 

A shadow flashed across the open door- 
way, blackened out the small window near 
the bunk, and increased in size. 

McCann’s heart pounded wildly. There 
was a quick movement and a dull thud in the 
bunk. 


wer ——— 
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The shadow vanished! 

McCann remained motionless for several 
seconds, then snatched up an automatic from 
a table. Dogs in the village began barking 
furiously. Grasping his automatic, he 
slipped into the shadows of the thicket near 
his hut and waited there for nearly an hour 
before he decided it was safe to return. 

Entering the hut again he turned his flash- 
light on the bunk. There was a hole about 
four inches long in the mosquito netting 
near the window and a stiletto shaped knife 
firmly imbedded in the mattress. 

While carefully removing the knife, he 
noticed a brownish discoloration on the tip 
of the blade. 

“Humph,” he grunted in surprise. He 
wrapped the knife in a bandanna handker- 
chief, and placed it on a shelf. He next 
closed and bolted the solid wooden shutters 
of the hut, locked the door, and went to bed, 
after repairing the hole in his mosquito 
canopy with a safety pin. 

Archibald Sylvester Brewster McCann, 
known as “Archie,” by his friends, and “gud 
masta” by the natives, had come to New 
Guinea ostensibly to study the life of the 
Melanesian communities. His true purpose 
however was to serve as an undercover agent 
for the British Government. He was an 
American, who had graduated from medical 
school and taken a post graduate course at 
Edinburgh, Scotland. Later he had qualified 
as a lawyer, served as an assistant district 
attorney for New York, and had gone to 
New Guinea under direct orders of the 
British Intelligence Service for the purpose 
of running down certain spies of the Ger- 
mans who had formerly controlled that 
territory before World War I. 


cCANN was six feet three inches tall 

and as thin as a rail. He occupied 
a house in the native village of Tambu, 
seven miles northwest of Port Moresby. He 
knew Pidgin English, had won the native’s 
respect, and enjoyed the life of ease while 
living and dressing like the natives. He also 
suffered intermittently from hook worm— 
his own fault—because he insisted upon 
going barefoot like the natives. 

Jason French, the Allied Military Securi- 
ty Officer, stationed at Port Moresby, Mc- 
Putin's close friend had tried to reason with 
McCann about going barefoot, but to no 
avail. McCann paid no attention to remon- 
strances. 

Now McCann lay in his bunk, trying to 
guess why the knife thrower had tried to 
kill him. He knew there might be several 
persons who suspected his real identity. 

A week ago McCann and French had been 
warned a new spy ring at Port Moresby was 
furnishing the Japanese with information as 
to troop movements and naval operations. 

A soft padding of feet outside, caused Mc- 
Cann again to jump from the bunk to the 


door, with the automatic in his grip. 

“Masta,” a voice whispered outside the 
door. 

McCann did not answer. 
tensely. E 
*Masta," repeated the voice insistently. 

*Masta! Me, Tegek." 

McCann recognized the voice of Tegek, 
one of the younger natives who had taken a 
course of first aid medicine and was teach- 
ing them the fundamentals of first aid and, 
personal hygiene, under the direction of 
McCann. 

McCann opened the door. 

“What is it, Tegek?” he asked as the boy 
entered. ? 

“Me stop long Port Moresby. Me come 
now long house belong me. Moon she no 
come on top. Plenty much too dark. Me 
go long trail belong Tambu. All right. Now 
me hearum plenty much noise long trail. 
Man he come run, run, run, plenty fast. Me 
hide lonside trail. Man he go, go, go. Me 
come plenty quick dis place belong masta. 
Mebbe masta savey dis fella man?” 

“Dis fella man," questioned McCann. 
“Him white man or black man?” 

“Him no black man. Him white man. 
Tegek see white face.” 

“Tegek see dis fella man plenty gud?” 

“Tegek no see plenty gud. Moon he no 
come on top. Man he go plenty too much 
quick.” 

McCann scratched his head thoughtfully. 

“Me go stop long house belong Tegek,” 
he advised Tegek. “Me kumbak mornintime.” 

As soon as it became light enough to see 
clearly, McCann examined the ground 
around the window of his hut. The damp 
earth showed peculiar signs of an oblong 
and semi-oval shape, with a faint pattern, 
like that of burlap sack cloth, in each de- 
pression. 

“Wrapped his feet in burlap,” muttered 
McCann. 

The prints led from the trail and back. 
McCann entered his hut, obtained the knife 
and examined it in the daylight. He smelled 
the discoloration at the tip. Being careful 
not to destroy any fingerprints, he wrapped 
the knife in the handkerchief, dressed, 
slipped it into his jacket pocket, locked the 
door of his hut, and started down the trail 
to Port Moresby. : 

The burlap covered foot prints continued 
down the trail for about a mile where they 
suddenly ended, and shoe prints continued 
onward. Recent rain had softened the 
earthen trail and the shoe prints were clear- 
ly visible. He began a search of the matted 
jungle and soon found a piece of burlap from 
the undergrowth. He carefully wrapped it 
into a bundle, and continued down the trail. 

About half way to Port Moresby, where- 
another trail made a junction with the path 
from Tambu, a group of natives had passed. 
completely eliminating the shoe prints of the 


He waited 
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would-be assassin. McCann retraced his 
steps to a place where he had a distinct shoe 
print, and prepared a tabu around the print 
so that no one would disturb it. Then he 
hurried on to Port Moresby. : 

McCann went directly to the office of 
Jason French. 

“Why is it you always happen in when we 
have a nice juicy murder on our hands," 
French asked him. j 

“Murder?” McCann’s eyebrows lifted in 
surprise. 

“Yep. Somebody bumped off a fellow over 
at the Grand Hotel near the water front. 
We found him dead in bed with this sous 
right through his heart.” 


S HE saw the knife on French’s desk, 
McCann’s eyes widened. It was a 
duplicate of the one he had in his pocket. 

“There were no finger prints on it,” con- 
tinued French. 

“When was he killed?” asked McCann. 

“The doc said about four o'clock this 
morning," replied French. 

“Any suspects?” 

“No. His luggage had been ransacked. 
Whoever killed him must have been looking 
for something this fellow had. Thus far we 
haven’t been able to find anything to make 
an identification.” 

McCann carefully removed the knife from 
his pocket and laid it on the desk in front of 
French, Both knives appeared identical. 

“Some one tried to kill me last night,” 
McCann said quietly. Then he related the 
events of the night before. 

French scratched his head thoughtfully. 

“Things are getting complicated. I'l have 
Jones check for finger prints." 

*Get an analysis of that stuff on the knife 
point, also," suggested McCann. "If it's 
what I suspect it is, just a slight scratch 
would be sufficient to kill a person." 

“By George!" French picked up the knife 
which had been found in the murdered man. 
"There's the same kind of a stain on the 
point of this knife, also. It's faint, but it's 
there." 

McCann took the knife and examined it 
closely. “Looks the same,” he observed. “It 
isn’t blood, either. These blocdstains on the 
blade are a different color.” 

“We'll getan analysis right away.” French 
pressed a button on his desk. A boy entered. 
“Tell Jones to come to the office,” he 
ordered. 

“I found a good foot print out on the 
trail and put a tabu around it," said McCann. 
*I'm going to make a cast of it for evidence." 

Soon Jones entered the room. 

“Jones, I have another knife for you to 
work on,” French said to him, “Maybe you 
can find some prints on this one.” French 
handed the knife to Jones. “When you get 
through with it take it over to the lab and 
have an analysis made of that stain on the 
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point of the knife.” 

“Righto.” 

Jones left the office and French turned to 
McCann. “Do you suppose this new bunch 
of spies have guessed what you're doing?" 
he asked. 

“You never can tell. 
one has spotted me.” 

“Do you suspect anyone in town of being 
an enemy agent?” French asked. 

"Thats the funny part of it,” McCann 
answered. “I haven’t made any moves in 
the case. I’ve been waiting for instructions 
from headquarters. They should have come 
two or three days ago.” 

“Do you know what you will work on?” 

“Yes. After I learn how the Port Moresby 
ring works, we can start eliminating sus- 
pects.” 

“Somebody has guessed you are not just 
an anthropologist,’ French observed. 

McCann grinned. “Believe it or not, 
French, I’m beginning to like this anthro- 
pologist business.” 

“And get hook worms,” French remarked 
dryly. “That Tegek has helped you a lot.” 

“Tegek is working with me on this case 
right now. He gets information that neither 
you nor I could dig up. If the natives trust 
you, they’ll do anything they can for you, 
but if you try anything slick—watch out!” 

Jones came back with his report. “I say 
sir, he broke in excitedly. “The prints on 
the knife belong to the dead man!" 

“What?” exclaimed McCann and French 
in unison. 

McCann frowned. 

“Well, that does complicate things,” he 
observed thoughtfully. 

* *Complicates' is right," admitted French. 

“Tll go and get a cast of that foot print 
right away," decided McCann. “I suppose 
you kept his shoes?" 

*Do:you think we would give them to the 
native relief society?" stormed French in 
disgust. We've got the shoes. You get the 
cast." 

*While I'm doing that why not figure out 
who killed the man who killed the man who 
tried to kill me," said McCann, with a laugh. 


FRRENCH only glared as McCann gave an 

exaggerated and sloppy salute and left 
the room to get some plaster of Paris to 
= a cast of the foot print on the Tambu 
trail. 

After making the cast of the shoe print, 
McCann noticed that it was an extra large 
shoe and had a heel plate on the outer right 
hand side of the sole. He took the cast 
immediately to French’s office. 

“I got a darned good cast,” he announced 
as he entered. 

“And that brown coloring on the tip of 
the knife is the poison used by the natives 
on their blow gun arrows,” French told him. 

“Guess I’m just plain lucky,” observed 


It looks as if some 
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McCann thankfully. 

“You were.”  French's eyes twinkled. 
“Here are the shoes.” 

He handed them to McCann. They were 
small shoes and were not dirty. 

McCann placed the cast beside them. The 
cast was a good two inches larger. There 
were no heel plates on the shoes, or signs 
there had ever been any on the shoes. 

“Was the dead man a cripple?” asked 
McCann. 

“No. Why?” 

“Because the man who made this foot 
print was a cripple. Most of the foot prints 
were scuffed as though the foot was carried 
forward in a swinging movement. The heel 
plate on the side of the sole supports this 
deduction.” 

“But the dead man’s finger prints are on 

. the knife that was thrown at you," French 
reminded himi. 

*T'd like a look at the dead man," McCann 
said. 

“Sure. Come on, I'll show you." 

They went to the morgue and got Doctor 
Yarrow, the coroner. 

“We'd like to see the John Doe body," 
French said. 

“Right this way, gentlemen." The doctor 
led them into the refrigerated lay-out room. 
(“He is a very interesting case. At first I 
thought he had been murdered by stabbing 
through the heart, but my autopsy showed 
he was already dead, since early last evening, 
about nine or ten o'clock, long before he was 
stabbed." 

French and McCann gianced at each other 
quickly. 

"What time last evening?" asked French. 

*Oh, I'd say about nine or ten," answered 
the doctor. 

“Death was caused by a poison which the 
natives use on their blow gun arrows," went 
on the doctor. “Look, gentlemen! I have 
'some interesting things to show you." 

The doctor pointed to the dead body 
resting on the marble slab. 

“T want to call your attention to the ankles 
and wrists,” the doctor continued. “They 
show marks of having been injured by a 
rope or piece of cloth being tied around 
them. Now, notice this small incision on 
the inside of his right arm where the poison 
was injected into his blood stream. What 
puzzles me is why the murderer came back 
and stabbed a man who was already dead.” 

“You aren’t the only one it puzzles, 
doctor.” French’s voice showed his disgust. 

“He doesn’t appear to be a cripple,” Mc- 
Cann said. 

“No, he isn't a cripple,” the doctor an- 
swered. 

“You're positive he didn't die at four this 
morning?” McCann asked. 

“Yes,” answered the doctor. “I place the 
time of death at early last evening, around 
nine or ten.” 





“Well, that eliminates John Doe as a 
possible would-be murderer,’ French re- 
marked. 

“Apparently it does.” McCann agreed. 
“Let’s go back to the office. I have a small 
bundle there I want you to see.” 

Back at French’s office, McCann pro- 
duced the piece of Wop he had picked up 
on the trail. 

“I found it in the “bushes this morning,” 
he explained. “This is some of the burlap my 
none visitor used to wrap around his 
eet." 

French laughed. “What are you trying to 
do, hide the evidence?" 

“Try to hide anything from you!” retorted 
McCann with his famous grin wrinkling his 
long face. “Now we're back where we 
started. Who killed John Doe? He was 
also after me.” 

"I'll give you a personal guard," French 
said. 

“And make me responsible for his life? 
No, thank you, chief. Taking care of my- 
self is enough of a headache." 

The operator entered the room with a 
radio message. 

“This just came in for Mr. McCann,” he 
announced. 


PA CANN took the paper. 

“In code,” he muttered as he reached 
for a pencil and began writing on a pad on 
the desk. As he decoded it his- eyes 
narrowed slightly. Then he handed the 
translation to French. It said: 


McClellan will meet you at the Grand Hotel 
today. Make immediate contact with him as 
he has the names of the suspected agents. He 
has a mole on his right cheek fọr identifica- 
tion.—Holcomb, Commanding. 


“I’m beginning to see daylight," McCann 
told French. “John Doe has a mole on his 
right cheek. John Doe is—or was— Mc- 
Clellen. He had papers with him that con- 
nected me with our counter espionage acti- 
vities. In some manner his arrival was 
known to the enemy. They trapped him in 
the hotel room, tied him up, tortured him, 
found his papers and then started out to 
finish me.” 

French nodded. “It is also evident that 
the knife episode was a deliberate attempt 
to pin your murder on the dead man. They 
imprinted his fingerprints on the handle. 
Since the knives are nearly identical, they 
thought it would help throw suspicion on 
McClellan.” 

“What name did McClellan register under 
at the hotel?” asked McCann. 

“That’s a funny thing,” answered French. 
“The clerk said the card has disappeared. 
He told us he intended to ask McClellan to 
fill out a new one in the morning.” 

“How did the murderer get into Mc- 
Clellan’s room?” McCann asked. 
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*He must have gained entrance through 
the hall door, because McClellan's room has 
no fire escape. We examined the windows 
for signs of entrance, but the dust was un- 
disturbed on the sills. The door to the room 
had not been forced, either. There was also 
no evidence of a struggle." 

*But McClellan should have put up some 
kind ,of a fight,” McCann suggested. 

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” French 
replied. “Supposing someone rapped on 
your door and when you opened it, they 
stuck a gun in your face, You'd behave like 
a nice little boy." 

McCann grinned. “Would I?" he asked. 
*By the way, what did you find in finger 
prints in the room?" 

“We've picked up a lot of them, but finding 
the owners is another matter." 

McCann undraped himself from the wicker 
chair and began pacing back and forth across 
the floor. 

French stared at him in a worried manner. 
“I don't like this spot you're in, Mac. If 
you won't accept a body guard, I'm going 
to keep you where I can watch out after 

ou." 

: “Humph!” McCann grunted in disgust. 

“When that killer finds out that you aren’t 
dead, he’s going to try to knock you off.” 

“That’s possible,” McCann said. “But I’m 
not planning it that way. I’m going out 
and get him before he gets me.” 

“Where are you going to find him? Walk- 
ing the streets?” 

"I don’t know, yet. I'm going to the Grand 
Hotel and look things over. The solution 
is somewhere around there." 

"But we've already used a fine tooth comb 
on the place." 

“Nevertheless, it's there," McCann insisted. 

“Okay, okay! Try and show our police 
force up!" French was laughing good 
humoredly. 

“See you later," McCann called out as he 
left the office. 

“And I hope it won't be horizontal," 
French answered soberly. 

When McCann arrived at the hotel, he 
found two native police boys standing guard 
over the death room. They greeted him 
warmly and opened the door for him to en- 
ter. 

Entering the room, he made a survey. A 
cheap rug, about four by six feet in size, 
covered the floor. In addition to other furni- 
ture, there was an old fashioned wash-stand 
with the usual array of wash bowl, pitcher 
and soap dishes on it. Several cheap prints 
were on the wall. A flimsy cheese cloth 
curtain was draped across the open window. 
A straight back chair stood beside the head 
of the bed. 

The sun shone in through the window and 
fell on the floor beside the bed. He walked 


over and bent down to examine an oval 


shaped mark there. He found several of 





these marks. He measured them carefully 
and then pulled the rug over them. He 
searched further but found no other similar 
marks. After inspecting the window, he left 
the room. 


GOING down to the desk, he approached 
an elderly man, who was in charge. 

“My name is McCann,” he announced, “I 
am with Chief French of the ANGAU. Were 
you the clerk here last night?” 

“No, sir. The assistant manager was on 
duty. Wasn't that a terrible thing to have 
happen." 

“Where can I find the assistant manager?” 

“Hes home. He'll be in about six." 

“Thanks.” 

McCann walked out of the small lobby 
into the bright sunlight. French met him on 
the sidewalk. 

“Find anything?” French asked. 

“I think I have found the impressions of 
that heel plate we made a cast of.” 

“Where?” 

“At the side of the bed. If the marks 
match the ones on the cast, we have con- 
nected my would-be murderer with the mur- 
der of McClellan.” 

“Well, of course we weren’t aware of that 
angle when we made our examination.” 

McCann grinned. “We won’t make an 
issue of that right now, chief! But, to get 
down to my deductions: There were no other 
impressions on any of the floor except right 
at the bed. The reason for this is the 
murderer had already killed McClellan, by 
means of the blow-gun arrow poison. When 
he lifted McClellan from the chair where he 
had been tied by his ankles and his wrists, 
the extra weight made his heel plate sink 
into the soft floor. It was the murderer who 
placed McClellan on the bed.” 

“That sounds reasonable,” French agreed. 

“I found no signs of a struggle either. 
Therefore the murderer must have been 
known to McClellan. He gained admission 
to McClellan’s room, caught him off guard, 
tied him up and then jabbed him in the arm 
with the poisoned knife.” 

‘French frowned. “What else do you 
know?” 

“Apparently you didn't notice McClellan's ` 
lips," continued McCann. “He had been 
gagged. There were abrasions on his lips." 


"By George, that's right!" admitted 
French. “I do remember seeing those 
bruises." 


“That is the reason he didn’t cry out.” 

A mongrel dog came dashing out of an 
alley near the Hotel. Another dog followed 
it closely trying to snatch a piece of cloth 
from it. They dashed around playfully in 
front of McCann and French. 

Suddenly McCann made a flying leap for 
the dog with the cloth. He took the cloth 
away from the dog and began to inspect it. | 

“Do you know what this is?” asked Mc- 
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Cann as he handed the cloth to French. 

* “It’s burlap. Do you see that red cord? 
There is a red cord in that piece of burlap 
I picked up on the trail. Come on! Let’s 
see where these dogs got it from.” 

The two men walked along the alley, 
searching for more cloth. An iron door 
which led into the hotel was slightly ajar. 
McCann peered through the crack. The 
dogs, still chasing each other, dashed through 
the door and into the room. McCann opened 
the door and stepped inside. The dogs 
were digging madly into a pile of debris piled 
in a corner. One would grab a piece of the 
rubbish and the other would immediately try 
to take it away from him. McCann walked 
over to the pile and started probing it with 
his toe. He uncovered more burlap, with the 
same red cord running through it. 

“Well, this is lucky,” exclaimed French. 
“Tf these strips match your burlap we will 
have something to work on.” 

. “While you are checking upon the burlap, 

Im going to get something to eat,” an- 
nounced McCann. “Then I'll have a talk 
with the assistant manager of the hotel at 
six o'clock." 

"He's a fine fellow," French said. “His 
family has lived here for years. He has been 
very helpful in this case." 

“Good. Later I'll drop in at the office." 

McCann ate at his favorite Chinese res- 
taurant where he could have all the sweet 
and sour spare ribs he could eat for a shilling, 

- then went to interview the assistant manager, 
Joseph Smith. 


HE FOUND Smith on duty at the hotel, 
behind the desk. 

“My name is McCann,” he said. “I’m 
helping Chief French of the military police. 
It’s about that death last night. Is there 
some place where we can talk privately, 
Without too much publicity? 2" 

"Yes. In my office." 

He led McCann to a back room which was 
equipped with some beautiful antique fur- 
niture. Well filled book cases lined the walls. 
An elegant desk of hand carved ebony occu- 
pied the center of the room. 

“Well!” exclaimed McCann in pleased sur- 
prise. “This place is a treasure. trove.” 

“All the furnishings belonged to my fam- 
ily," answered Smith with a note of pride in 
his voice. "Formerly my father managed 
this hotel. Poor health made him give up his 
duties. I have been in charge ever since." 

*You look well and strong at any rate," 
said McCann, turning away from several 
massive cases cf well selected books to 
glance at Smith. McCann judged him to be 
at least six feet three, and to weigh about 
two hundred pounds. 

Smith smiled complacently. "My health is 
good. I take care of it. I keep fit. Such 


. things a man must watch. It was my father's 
early struggles here in New Guinea which 
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broke him down. He was born in the old 
country.” 

Thereupon he burst into glowing praise of 
New Guinea and the opportunities to be 
found on this island. A fanatical fire gleamed 
in his eyes when he told of the early struggles 
of his father and relatives when they had 
first come to New Guinea. 

When McCann brought him, with diffi- 
culty, back to the subject of the murder, 
Smith apologized. 

“That’s all right,” said McCann. “Before 
the murder, did you see any strangers lurk- 
ing around the hotel? Was anyone with 
him?” 

“No—to both questions." 

“He registered?” 

“Yes, but I could not see what he was 
writing.” 

“Do you know any person who comes to 
the hotel—or any employee—who has a 
crippled leg?” 

Smith looked surprised. “No. Why do you 
ask that?” 

“The murderer was lame,’ McCann an- 
swered. “I’m hunting for a man with a 
crippled right leg." He frowned and rubbed 
his chin d “The man who killed 
your guest also tried to kill me the same 
night." 

Smith's mouth opened. "What?" 

"That's right. He wrapped his shoes in 
burlap, to disguise his shoe prints,” con- 
tinued McCann. “I followed these tracks 
until I found where he had unwrapped his 
shoes. I searched the jungle beside the trail 
and found some burlap. I also found some 
of the same burlap in your junk room on the 
alley at the side of the hotel.” 

Smith’s -eyes showed disbelief. “This 
sounds fantastic!” 

“Nevertheless, it is a fact. Somebody, who 
had access to your back room, is the mur- 
derer.” 

Smith shook his head. “This is getting 
serious. Do you suppose this—er—murderer 
—knew the victim—was following him?” 

“I do not suppose," McCann answered. “I 
know. The murdered man was named Mc- 
Clellan. He was attached to the Intelligence 
Division of the ANGAU. He had informa- 
tion regarding persons who were passing in- 
formation along to the Nips as to troop 
movements and naval operations. He was 
murdered so that this information would 
not be delivered.” 

“Ah ha, we have traitors.” Smith paced up 
and down the room. He stopped before 
McCann. “Here in Port Moresby.” 

“Yes.” McCann’s eyes had narrowed. “Did 
any one accompany McClellan upstairs?” 

“Certainly. I showed him his room my- 
self. The bell boy was off at the time.” 

McCann got to his feet. “Now I'm going to 
make a peculiar request. I'm going to ask 
you to reenact everything you did as you 
took him to his room. Do you mind?” 


DEATH BY PROXY 


For a moment Smith stared at McCann, 
puzzled. “Not at all.” He smiled. “Come out- 
side.” 

They returned to the lobby. Smith led 
the way over to the hotel desk. 

“He signed the card there.” Smith pointed 
to the leather registry case. “Then I came 
out from behind the desk and picked up his 
luggage. I thought he left the card but, later, 
when I looked for it, I couldn't find it.” 

“Yes, I know about that.” 

"I asked him to follow me, and we went 
up this flight of stairs." 

“Good.” McCann surveyed the lobby. “Go 
ahead, Mr. Smith. Walk slowly along the 
same path you took. I'll follow you. I'll be 
McClellan.” 


"TREY moved across the lobby toward the 

stairs, Smith leading the way with Mc- 
Cann at his heels. Smith started up the 
steps. McCann was several paces behind 
him. 

But as Smith started to mount the stairs, 
McCann noticed something which sent an 
electrifying chill along his spine. At every 
step the hotel man swung his right foot out- 
ward, stiffly, with a slight circular move- 
ment as he leisurely climbed the flight. 

McCann took his lower lip between his 
teeth and bit it hard. In a moment he had 
regained his composure. 

Arriving at the landing, they walked to the 
death room. The native policeman, guard- 
ing it, silently watched them approach. At 
a gesture of McCann’s hand he moved away 
to the further end of the hall. Smith took 
the key he had brought from the desk and 
opened the door. 

“I went in first,” Smith said, and as he 
stepped on the marble saddle in the door way, 
McCann heard a faint click like metal strik- 
ing stone. “I turned on the light, put his 
bags on the floor by this dresser, adjusted the 
mosquito screen in the window, and left the 
room." 

McCann eyed Smith. “I found some foot- 
prints on the trail where the murderer re- 
moved the burlap. I made a cast of this shoe 
print. It had a heel plate on the right side 
of the sole. If you will look at the floor at the 
side of the bed, you will find the imprints of 
a heel plate on the floor. This heel plate re- 
sembles the one on the cast taken from the 
trail" McCann turned back the rug. “Look. 
Here are the marks." 

Smith stared at the prints with popping 
eyes. Plainly he was stunned. 

*Let me see the bottom of your right foot, 
Mr. Smith!" 

Like a flash, Smith drew a forty-five from 
beneath his arm. It was fitted with a silencer. 

*Sit down in that chair, Mr. McCann," he 
ordered. His voice dripped with venomous 
hatred. f 

McCann had not expected this move. He 
was caught unprepared by Smith's lightning 
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draw. He realized his life hung ia the bal- 
ance and put up his hands at once. 

“Don’t be a fool, Smith,” he said. "There's 
a policeman outside. He saw us enter this 
room together." 

“My life's forfeited anyway," Smith snarled. 
“I have a plane hidden but I must have time 
togettoit. Disobey and you die! Sit down, 
Isay!" 

Holding his hands above his head, Mc- 
Cann eased himself irto the chair beside the 
bed. Smith stepped behind him, removed 
McCann's belt and tied McCann to the chair. 
Next he took a handkerchief, stuffed it into 
McCann's mouth, and gagged McCann with 
his tie. 

"It is really too bad I failed to kill you 
last night, Mr. McCann," Smith continued. 

. ‘Now I will finish what I should have done 
before." 

From a small black box Smith produced 
a hypodermic syringe. “This is filled with 
potent poison, Mr. McCann. I am going to 
inject it into your veins.” 

McCann watched him as he prepared the 
deadly hypodermic. McCann felt this was a 
devil of a way to pass out of the picture. 
Unless something unforeseen happened he 
would soon bé shaking hands with St. Peter. 

Smith leered at him. He could not resist 
this chance to boast. “Ii suppose you would 
like to know a lot of things before you die, 
Mr. McCann?” 

McCann nodded. 

“You should know just how dumb all of 
you English people are,” he explained. “Be- 
fore nineteen-fourteen my father brought his 
family and relatives here from the Father- 
land, but you never guessed I am German. 
When World War One came, we lost every- 
thing we owned in Rabaul. 

“But we will get it back in World War 
Two. My father retired from the hotel so 
that he could spend all of his time in the 
service of the Fatherland. We kept track 
of all ship and troop mvements. We trans- 
mitted this information by short wave to 
our friends, the Japanese. Last week, we re- 
ceived intelligence that your agent McClellan 
was coming to this hotel. When he ar- 
rived, he was taken care of. I found papers. 
They were in code, but your name was men- 
tioned. That was all I needed. I guessed 
you are with the British Intelligence. We 
shall soon have his messages decoded. I 
have them in my pocket now.” 

Smith started toward McCann with the 
hypodermic needle. His pig eyes glittered 
with a maniacal hatred. 

McCann braced himself. Smith had neg- 
lected to tie McCann’s feet to the chair. 
McCann waited until he was within range 
of his long legs, then shot his long right leg 
out and upward, catching Smith in the pit 


. of his stomach. Smith doubled up in agony, 


the hypodermic flying from his grasp. Mc- 
(Concluded on page 77) 
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CHAPTER I 


Intent to Kill 


T FORTY, Peter Hood’s approach to 
Mie was urbanely cynical. His friends 
knew him as a slim, dark man of me- 
dium height, with a thinly handsome face, 
and a charming way of always observing 
what went on about him with heavy-lidded 
eyes and a slightly mocking smile. 
Millions of radio listeners knew him as 
the shuddersome Doctor Coffin, the evil 
master-mind who oozed icy menace through- 
out the top radio crime series of the day. 
But every cynic has his soft spot, and 


“Drop your gun!" the in- 
truder ordered 
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Hood’s soft spot was Marsha and Bob 
Dayton, 

That was the reason he found himself, at 
the ungodly hour of six o’clock one morn- 
ing, in the Dayton apartment, which was two 
floors above his own, in the apartment-hotel 
residence. 2 

Marsha had phoned, and there had been 
no mistaking the fright and the pleading 
in her voice. : 

Hood was shocked when he saw her. It 
was plain she hadn’t slept all night. Her 
dark hair was in disorder. Her piquant 
little oval face was dead-white and drawn. 
But more than that, Hood saw, terror was in 
her eyes. 





Dr. Coffin, Radio Crime Specialist, Is Suddenly 








She made a valiant effort to smile. 

“Im sorry to call you at an hour like 
this, Peter," she said. “But I—I—" 

“Come and sit down.” He put an arm 
around her. “Now, tell me, what’s hap- 
pened?” 

Her self-control gave way. 

"It's Bob!” she sobbed. "He's been gone 
all night! I thought to look in his desk 
drawer—just before I phoned you—and his 

n's gone! Oh, Peter, I'm scared sick. 

e's still not well, you know." 

Hood tightened up inside, but his face 
was an impassive mask. He knew what 
could happen to a man with sick nerves. 
Loss of memory. Suicidal impulses. Sudden 
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and unpredictable manias. 

Bob Dayton had been in the war in the 
Pacific. He had married Marsha Train be- 
fore he left. A romance right out of the 
storybooks, with a reverse touch: poor boy 
marries rich girl. Even the cynical Peter 
Hood had seen it was the real thing, and 
not just a young-man-on-the-make hooking 
the girl who had inherited the Train wealth 
as his wife. 

Bob Dayton had been in the first wave of 
marines to hit Guadalcanal. Several months 
later, he came out a nervous wreck, as did 
many men who had stronger nerves than 
he. After his return to the States and 
hospitalization, he had received his honor- 
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able discharge, and gone back to his old job 
with a firm of construction engineers. 


Hee? gazed down at Marsha. 

“Have Bob’s nerves been on a ram- 
page recently?” he asked calmly. 

“Ves, two nights ago. He goes along all 
right for a while. Then one night he’ll wake 
up yelling, and in a drenching sweat. For 
several days after these nightmares he goes 
around tired and jumpy and depressed. If 
only I could do something to help!” 

“These things take time,” Hood soothed 
her. “Hes under a doctor's care, of 
course?" 

Marsha hesitated just an instant. 

“Well, not a medical man,” she said. “But 
he’s taking psychiatric treatments from Doc- 
tor Stanley Heeth.” 

Hood nodded. 

“I think it would be best to call the po- 
lice,’ he said as reassuringly as possible. 
"Now, don't be alarmed. I only mean that 
they have the organization and the methods 
of locating him quicker than we could." 

Hood's words were immediately followed 
by a key scraping in the lock of the entrance 
door. The door burst open, as if someone 
had leaned against it. Bob Dayton staggered 
a few steps into the room, and stood there 
swaying. 

Marsha choked on a sob. Bob Dayton’s 
wrinkled topcoat hung askew on his gaunt 
frame. His dark hair, with the unnatural- 
looking gray in it, was disheveled across his 
forehead and down over his ears. His bony 
face was like a death’s-head. His eyes were 
like holes. His bluish lips were taut, 

*Oh, Bob!" Marsha went to him. She led 
him gently to a sofa. “Where have you 
been, darling? Where did you go?" 

His lifeless eyes gazed at her with some- 
thing like surprise. He stared up at Hood, 
. and smiled emptily. He saw them, but he 
didn't seem to be aware of them. 

His glazed eyes came back to Marsha. 

“Marsha—hi, sweets.” His voice was 
thick and furry. Abruptly his waxen face 
became contorted. Little points of sweat 
stood out on his gray skin. He groaned. 
“Oh, man I’m sick.” 

He would have pitched off the sofa, had 
Hood not grabbed him. 

“Help me with him.” Marsha whispered 
through a sob. 

They got him into the bedroom and onto 
the bed. He came to, a little. 

“Sorry,” he murmured weakly. 

“Bob! Listen, dear!” Marsha leaned close 
to him. “Tell me, where did you go? Where 
have you been?" 

. *Not now, Marsha," Hood said gently. 

“Woke up on a park bench." Bob mum- 
bled in a tired, faraway voice. “Had a few 
Pil drinks in a few places, but they never hit 
me this way before." 

"You mean you just went out to get a 


drink? But—but—why?” 

“No, that wasn't it at all.” His voice was 
weary, and sleepily indifferent. "I went out 
to shoot him. The drinks came later." 

Marsha gasped. 

"You what?" Hood said sharply. 

“Shoot the skunk,’ Bob mumbled, half 
unconscious. “Heeth, You know—shoot....” 

He dropped back into full unconscious- 
ness. 


ARSHA stifled a scream. Hood took her 
from the room, sat her down on the 
sofa. 

“Now get a grip on yourself,” he said. 
“Let me attend to this.” 

He went back into the bedroom. He went 
quickly through the pockets of Bob’s cloth- 
ing. In the right-hand pocket of the top- 
coat he found a revolver. He broke it open. 
One shot had been fired. 

Hood’s thin face went pale. He looked 
down at Bob Dayton and sighed—a sigh that 
somehow expressed all the heartache and 
tragedy he knew lay ahead for these two 


young people. 


“Poor young devil,” he murmured to him- 
self. “Hasn’t he gone through enough?” 

He returned to the living room, his face 
an impassive mask-again. He had wrapped 
the gun in a handkerchief and put it in his 
pocket. 

“T’m going to call Dan,” he said to Marsha. 

"Dan!" Her eyes went wide with panic. 
“You mean... ?" 

“Bob’s gun has been fired, Marsha,” Hood 
said. “I think we’d better have Dan here.” 

Marsha buried her face in her hands and 
moaned, à 

Dod picked up the phone and made his 
call. 

Dan Warren, the lawyer, arrived within 
twenty minutes. It was plain he had 
hurried to get there, and that he felt the 
same concern for Marsha that Hood had 
felt. Like Hood, he was a worldly cynic with 
a soft spot. But he tried to hide it under 
a gruff exterior. His big muscular body 
practically dwarfed Hood and Marsha. On 
his broad, blunt face was the scowl that 
always meant he was worried. 

"Let's have it,” he said, gruffly. 

Hood told him, and showed him the gun. 
Dan Warren made no comment, but he gave 
Hood a significant look that said as plainly 
as day: 

“This is a sweet mess!” 

He went to Marsha, seated on the sofa, 
and took her hand in both of his. For the 
moment, his gruffness was gone. 

"I think it would be best, Marsha,” he 
spoke to her in a kindly tone, “if you’d go 
over to your aunt’s place and stay there for 
a while.” 

“But I want to be with Bob!” Marsha 
cried. 

“My dear, don’t you understand?” He 
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atted her hand. “Bob is in grave trouble. 
he police will be here. It isn’t going to be 
pleasant.” 

She fell against him and clung to him like 
a frightened, sobbing child. 

“Come, come, now,” He put an arm 
around her and talked to her as he would 
to a child. “You aren’t going to help Bob 
that.way. Get a hold on yourself. - Every- 
thing’s going to be all right.” 

They got her ready, and the lawyer took 
her down to put her in a taxi. Behind 
Marsha's back, as they were leaving the 
apartment, Dan Warren nodded at Hood 
and indicated the phone. 

Hood hated what he had to do now. But 
he picked up the phone and called the 
police. 

There followed, with the passage of time, 
the usual series of scenes which inevitably 
follow the killing of one man by another. 

"Yeah. He's been dead since last night. 


Right through the heart. Let's have that. 


bullet as soon as you can, Doc." 

"Yeah. The bullet was fired from Day- 
ton's gun." 

*Robert Dayton, you're under arrest for 
the murder of Doctor Stanley Heeth!" 


CHAPTER II 
Open-and-Shut 


AN WARREN'S tone 
was as grim as his face. 
*Pete, I don't mind 
telling you,” the lawyer 
said, “the kid's in a very 
tight jam. I hate a thing 
like this happening to 
Marsha. She doesn't be- 
long around murder and 
cops and all the ugly 
publicity." 
It gave Peter Hood a 
sinking feeling. For if 
Dan Warren felt grim about Bob Dayton's 
predicament then the situation was bad in- 
deed. 

Dan Warren was one of the best trial 
lawyers in the state. Like all good criminal 
lawyers, he had a good deal of the actor in 
him. He was a bit temperamental and 
arrogant. It was this arrogant independence, 
plus the fact that he was nearly always broke, 
which doubtless frustrated his political am- 
bitions. He dreamed of the U. S. Senate, 
but it was only a dream. 

But even his worst enemy couldn't deny 
Dan Warren’s competence in court The 
lawyer would, Hood knew, make the supreme 
effort of his career, for Marsha's sake. 
Marsha thought a lot of Dan Warren. There 
had been a time, in fact, when Peter Hood 
thought she would marry him. But that was 
before the day of Bob Dayton. 

It was the day following Bob's arrest, and 








the lawyer and Hood were waiting in the 
little room at the city jail reserved for con- 
ferences between prisoners and their 
counsel. 

Bob Dayton was brought in. He greeted 
Peter Hood and Dan Warren gloomily. He 
was haggard and grayer-looking than ever. 
He asked about Marsha, and when they 
told him she was all right and staying with 
her aunt, he drew a hand over his eyes as if 
he wanted to wipe away the whole ugly 
picture. 

Dan Warren sighed. 

"Let's get down to cases, Bob," he said 
gruffly. 4n give it to you straight. You're 
in a very bad spot. The bullet that killed 
Doctor Heeth came from your gun, and the 
gun was found on you.” The lawyer drew a 
long breath. 
plead temporary insanity, and throw the 
case on the mercy of the court." 

*But I didn't shoot him, Dan!" Bob Day- 
ton cried at him. “I went there, meaning 
to—but I started thinking about Marsha, 
and what a mess it would be, involving her 
and hurting her and everything. So I turned 
around in front of his place, and went to get 
a couple of drinks instead. Well, it ended 
up with more than a couple. I—I forgot 
what happened after that, except that I woke 
up on a park bench, and came home." 

Dan Warren shook his head slowly. 

“You had some drinks," he said a little 
pityingly. “You forget what happened after 
that. Can't you see what the prosecution 
will do with an admission like that? They'll 
jump on it with joy. They'll say the drinks 
whipped up your lagging determination, and 
that you went back and killed him." 

Warren had risen and was pacing the 
floor, the scowl of worry on his broad, blunt 
ace. 

“Its damning,” he growled. 


Bos DAYTON’S already sick nerves 
could stand no more. 

“I can't help what it is!" he shouted. “I 
didn’t shoot Heeth! If this is all the good 
you can be, get out!” 

The lawyer ignored Bob’s outburst. 

“Why had you even thought of killing 
him?” he asked quietly. 

“Because he was a skunk!” Bob retorted 
savagely. “A rotten, sneaking—" 

“Come, Bob,” the lawyer interrupted. 
“Reasons, not name-calling. What were 
your reasons?” 

Bob subsided. Bitterness twisted his 
mouth, and weariness came into his voice. 

“He was trying to make me believe I was 
going insane.’ 

At the looks of astonishment on the faces 


“Damning.” 


of the lawyer and Peter Hood, Bob Dayton 


gave a short harsh laugh and nodded. 
“Yes, Doctor Heeth was trying to do just 
that. Oh, he was very smooth about it. 


Told me I was fighting him. That I wouldn’t 
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"I think the best line is to . 
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cooperate in helping him to help me. That 
I was letting myself go. That it wasn't fair 
to go on living with Marsha." 

Bob's mouth turned down in a contemp- 
tuous sneer. 

“I almost fell for it, at first," he continued. 
“Till I found out he was making a play for 
Marsha behind my back. Marsha told me. 
She hadn't wanted to mention it at first, 
thinking maybe Heeth was helping me in the 
meantime. But it got so she felt she just 
had to. Well, I got the picture then. It was 
his cute little method of easing me out of the 
picture, while he made a play for Marsha. 
Or, rather, her money." 

The savagery came back into Bob's voice. 

“It made me so mad I got my gun and 
went after him! You know the rest." He 
shrugged. “I cooled down on my way to his 
apartment. I got to thinking of the mess, the 
harm to Marsha, and all. Killing him wasn't 
worth it. Then I felt so shaken, I went and 
had some drinks. That’s all. But I didn't 
shoot him!” 

The lawyer peered shrewdly at Bob Day- 
ton. At last he sighed. 

*Bob, personally I believe you," he said. 
“That is, I believe you lost the conscious 
intent to kill Doctor Heeth. But we have 
two grim facts staring us in the face. First, 
the period when you admit you forget what 
happened. Second, your gun, found on you 
by Hood. It fired the bullet which killed 
Heeth. That gun, Bob!" 

Bob Dayton buried his face in his hands. 

*[ don't know," he groaned. “I don't 
know." 

The lawyer looked at Peter Hood, and 
motioned resignedly. 

“Well, we'll do the best we can, Bob,” he 
said then. “And you never can tell how 
a jury will react.” He smiled reassuringly. 
“T’ve pulled tough ones out of the hole be- 
fore." 

But outside the jail, Peter Hood knew 
the lawyer had been putting on an act. for 
there was little sign now of his self-assur- 
ance. 

“Pete,” he spoke soberly. “I’m supposed 
to be a pretty fair trial lawyer." 

“Not supposed to be," Hood said. “You 
are." 

“Well,” Warren said gruffly, “I'll tell you 
something. I wouldn't give a nickel for that 
kid's chances." 

The outcome of Bob Dayton's trial bore 
out the lawyer's grimly realistic appraisal. 


que prosecution pursued the simple tac- 
tics of hammering on Bob Dayton's “pe- 
riod of forgetfulness," and the gun found in 
his pocket. The prosecution treated with 
scorn the plea of temporary insanity. 
"This has too often been used as an ex- 
cuse for evading just punishment, ladies and 
gentlemen! The plain simple truth is, the 
defendant went there with the avowed in- 


Li 


tention of killing Doctor Heeth, lost his 
nerve, got it back after a few drinks, and 
then returned to kill Heeth. The one hard 
unalterable fact is that the gun found in 
the pocket of the defendant was the gun 
that killed Heeth!” 

Here the prosecutor paused, and stopped 
orating. : ; 

“Let me say one thing more, ladies and 
gentlemen,” he continued in a quieter tone. 
“I know the defendant was a soldier. For 
that we honor him. But that fact must not 
influence you in your verdict! Murder has 
been committed. The law of a civilized 
society has been broken. If you ignore that 
fact, and let muddled emotions swamp your 
calm judgment, you are dealing a blow at 
one of the very things we are fighting to 
preserve: justice and protection under the 
law! That is all, ladies and gentlemen. The 
State rests.” 

The jury was not out long. 

“We find the defendant,” the foreman of 
the jury announced, “guilty of murder in the 
first degree.” 

Later, the judge pronounced sentence: 

“Robert Dayton, I sentence you to death 
in the electric chair, in the week beginning 
December 10th, said sentence to be carried 
out by the warden of the State Prison at—” 

A scream drowned out the remainder of 
it. Marsha Dayton had collapsed. Neither 
Dan Warren nor Peter Hood had known she 
was among the spectators. 

Hood got to her and battling his way 
through reporters, got her into a cab. She 
clung to him like a lost child, and her voice 
through her sobs was a choked whisper. 

“No, Peter, no!” she cried. “He can’t die! 
He didn’t do it! They can’t do this to him! 
We've got to do something!” 

“Qf course we will,” he told her gently. 
“Dan will appeal. There are lots of things 
we can do." 

But when he left her at her. aunt's, and 
went back downtown to Dan Warren’s 
offices, he found the lawyer tired and de- 
pressed. 

"Not even a recommendation for leni- 
ency," he said, glumly. 

“What about an appeal?" Hood asked. 

“I don't think it'll get anywhere.” Warren 
shook his head. “It was too open-and-shut. 
In the eyes of the law, there was ‘no reason- 
able doubt’.” 

“The law is an ass," Hood murmured. 

"What did you say?" Warren looked sur- 
prised. 

“T was quoting Dickens’ Mr. Sam Weller,” 
Hood said. “Look. Everybody—the newspa- 
pers, the prosecutor, even you—points out 
what an open-and-shut case it was. Per- 
fectly damning. And, to my suspicious na- 
ture, too perfectly. I don’t believe in any- 
thing as perfect as that. I’m not convinced 
Bob shot Heeth, and I’m going to try my 
hand at proving it!” 
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“Are you serious?” the lawyer gasped. 
“Look, Pete, I feel just as deeply about this 
affair as you do, but what other reasonable 
explanation is there?” 

“That’s just the point,’ Hood iit. *Every- 
one, including the police, was so sure Bob 
was guilty, they didn't bother to look any 
further. To the logical police and legal mind, 
the gun that killed Heeth -was found in 
Bob's pocket, and that was that. But logic 
can be wrong." 

Warren eyed Hood skeptically. 

“Now I've heard and seen everything!” he 
said with friendly derision. “You think you'd 
make a detective ?" 

“T don't know.” Hood laughed. “I’ve never 
tried it!” 

A guffaw of sheer amusement broke from 
Dan Warren. He shook his head. 

“I think you're crazy," he said. “I think 
I’m crazy. Maybe we'll just be crazy enough 
to stumble onto something. So deal me in." 
He again eyed Hood derisively. *Y ou'll prob- 
ably need a lawyer before very long." 


CHAPTER III 
A Flock of Suspects 


HERE had been one figure 
in the Heeth case who still 
stood out clearly in Peter 
Hood's mind. She had been 
on the stand only a minute 
or two, but she was so 
striking he couldn't forget 
her. She was Harriet Cul- 
len, Doctor Heeth's secre- 
tary. 

Thus, forenoon of the 
following day found Peter 
Hood in the smart, mod- 
ernistic apartment-building where she lived. 
It seemed a rather expensive place for a 
secretary. — 

When Harriet Cullen opened the door of 

her fifth floor apartment, Hood explained, 
quite frankly, that he was a friend of Bob 
Dayton's, and would like to falk with her. 

She stared at him fixedly, suspicion. and 
curiosity flitting over her face. But the 
curiosity won. She shrugged. 

“Come in,” she said with a kind of tired 
amiability. “Excuse the shambles. I had 
some friends in last night.” 

Hood saw that she had indeed. Glasses 
and cigarette butts were all over the place. 
Harriet Cullen herself looked a little the 
worse from wear, but she was still a striking, 
tall blonde in her late twenties, with the 
bored and hard-shelled attitude of a person 
who knows all the answers. Hood noted the 
wary defense in her expressionless blue 
eyes, and the faintly bitter touch at the 
corners of her mou 

She offered him a drink, and though. he 
believed only amateurs and "alcoholics drank 





in the morning, he took it to be agreeable. 

“I don't get it.” She peered at him, puzzled. 
“I thought that Heeth business was all 
washed up. What's the angle?" 

Hood was his most disarming self. ‘ 

“No deep, dark motives, Miss Cullen,” he 
assured her. “I have no connection with the 
authorities. I just don’t want to see a friend 
of mine sent to the electric chair if there’s 
the slightest possible chance he may be inno- 
cent.” 

“Innocent? With the gun on him? The 
case was open-and-shut.” 

“So everyone says. That’s what makes me 
wonder.” 

Her eyes flashed wide for an instant. 

“What is it you want of me?” she asked, 
curtly. 

Hood understood the subtle persuasive- 
ness of complete candor. 

"I'd like to find out a little more about 
Doctor Heeth, if you're willing to tell me." 
He smiled disarmingly. *You don't have to, 
you know." : 

‘He saw a little of her tension go. She 
shrugged. 

“What do you want to know?” she asked. 

“Well, what did you know about Heeth? 
What did you think of him?” 

She stared at Peter Hood for several mo- 
ments of silence. 

“What did I think of him?” She gave a 
low, contemptuous laugh. “Not much. 
Neither did anybody else who really got to 
know him. He was a phony. His assistant, 
Frank Menzies, knew more about psychiatry 
in a day than Heeth knew in a year. But 
Heeth had a way with the women. Especially 
idle rich women with imaginary neuroses.” 
Harriet Cullen grinned cynically. “He turned 
on the charm, made love to them—and made 
lots of money.” 

“So the doctor was a wolf?” 

“Hyena would be a better word. He could 
be mean when he was crossed, or when he 
didn't have any more use for somebody. 
And yellow, too. When he bungled a really 
serious case—" 

Abruptly, she stopped talking. 

"There I go, shooting off my big mouth — 
again!” she said. “That’s all I know." 

"Thank you for telling me—what you've 
told me.” The words, and the tone of Peter 
Hood's voice, were quite innocent and cour- 
teous. Yet they conveyed something omin- 
ous. He was perfectly well aware that the 
contempt and malice in Harriet . Cullen's 
voice when she spoke of Heeth meant more 
than mere dislike for an unpleasant char- 
acter. Harriet Cullen had been personally 
involved with Heeth, and her feeling was 
one of hate. 

She fidgeted a little under Hood's blandly 
smiling scrutiny. 

“Its a wonder some husband hadn't shot 
him before!" she said derisively. “I don't 
blame Bob Dayton, but still I think he was a 




















sap. Why get yourself sent to the chair for 
killing a heel like Heeth? He wasn’t 
worth it.” 

“That’s just what Bob Dayton thought,” 
Hood said suavely. 

She stared at him, wide-eyed again. 

“You mean you don’t think he shot 


. Heeth?" she asked. “But the gun . . ." 


“Yes, I know. The gun," Hood said 
smoothly. “But you see, Miss Cullen, I find 
it hard to believe a drunken man could put 
a bullet right through the heart of another 
man, at the distance from which Heeth was 
known to have been shot." 


E SAW her stiffen. Her face was a 
mask. But she did not succeed in con- 
cealing the fright in her eyes. 

"Is there anything else you'd like to tell 
me, Miss Cullen?” 

Hood spoke the words in the strangely soft 
voice he used as Doctor Coffin—the sinister 
purr that had sent chills down the spines 
of millions. 

Harriet Cullen shivered. She stared at him 
with open fear now. 

“No! No, of course not! There's nothing 
else of any importance!” Her voice rose to a 
near-hysteria. “Say, what is this, anyway? 
Just who are you?” 

“A friend of Bob Dayton’s, as I told you,” 
Hood said calmly. “By the way, you men- 
tioned a Frank Menzies, Heeth’s assistant. 
Can you tell me where he lives?” 

“No! I don’t know!” she cried harshly. 

“Thank you, Miss Cullen.” Hood got up 
to leave. At the door, he turned to her 
smiling blandly. “I may call on you again.” 

She shut the door quickly, and locked it 
after him. 

The interview with Harriet Cullen made 
one thing apparent to Peter Hood. She was 
somehow involved in Heeth’s death. 

Disregarding the actual shooting of Heeth, 
her involvement might mean any one of a 
number of things. It might mean blackmail. 
It might mean she was protecting someone. 
Or it might mean danger to herself from 
someone who was holding some threat over 
her. 

Hood looked up Frank Menzies, Heeth’s 
assistant, in the city directory, and found his 
address. He drove there. 

The section of town, and the apartment 
house, were in direct contrast to Harriet 
Cullen’s modern apartment. He found 
Menzies at home in his apartment on the 
third floor. Hood once again explained that 
he was a friend of Bob Dayton’s. Menzies 
showed the curiosity, but not the suspicion 
Harriet Cullen had shown. s : 

Menzies’ single room was a rundown af- 
fair. Clothes had been tossed here and there. 
Near the window stood a table with a type- 
writer on it, and a loose litter of paper 
around the table. 

“Excuse the mess,” Menzies coughed, and 
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said. "I've been trying to do a little writing 
for the psychology journals.  - 

He was a small, pale, blond young man 
with a serious face. He wore thick glasses, 
and his manner lacked aggressiveness. Yet 
Hood noted certain quiet purposefulness in 
the line of the mouth. 

“What was it you wanted to talk to me 
about?" Menzies asked. 

Peter Hood explained frankly. 

Menzies did not seem surprised. If any- 
thing, he seemed unimpressed. 

“I think you're on a hopeless quest.” He 
shook his head solemnly. “The law has sent 
lots of men to the chair on less evidence than 
there was against Dayton. It was pretty 
open-and-shut." 

Hood sighed. But before he could say 
anything, Menzies spoke again. 

"I'm sorry for Dayton, though,” he said, 
“Heeth wasn’t worth it.” 

“That,” Hood said quietly, “is what Miss 
Culien said.” 

“So you talked with Harriet?” Menzies 
peered at him owl-eyed. “Well, she ought to 
know.” 

Hood noted the quiet tension rising in 
Menzies. 

“Doctor Heeth seems to have been a 
rather unpleasant character.” 

Menzies shrugged. 

“He was a sadistic swine.” There was a 
tremor in his voice. “He destroyed every- 
thing he touched.” 

Including you, thought Hood, and includ- 
ing Harriet. You're in love with her. Hope- 
lessly. 

a hated him, too, didn’t you?” Hood 
said. 

“Of course I hated him. He ruined me. He 
bungled several cases, and somehow the word 
got around that I- had bungled them. It 
finished me in the field of psychiatric prac- 
tice.” 


Hoo? gazed at him in silence for sev- 
eral long moments. 

“You had a very good motive for killing 
Heeth, didn’t you?” 

“An excellent motive,” Menzies admitted 
calmly. “As a matter of fact, I wanted to do 
just that" A sour smile turned down his 
mouth. “But I’m afraid I’m not the violent 
type. In other words, I didn’t have the 
nerve.” He shrugged. “As far as I’m con- 
cerned, I’d give Dayton a medal for killing 
Hoe instead of sending him to the chair 
or it." 

"I'm going to do my best to see that he 
doesn't go to the chair." Peter Hood re- 
peated what he had said to Harriet Cullen. 
"You see, Menzies, I find it hard to believe 
that a drunk man could put a bullet right 
through the heart of another man at the 
distance from which Heeth was known to 
have been shot." 

A weariness appeared in Menzies’ eyes. 
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“I never thought of that,” he said slowly. 

“Lots of people seem not to have thought 
of it,” Hood put in dryly: “They were too 
busy writing it off as an open-and-shut case. 
As you pointed out, it takes nerve to shoot 
aman. Now, some ‘of those cases you spoke 
about—perhaps they might give me an im- 
portant lead.” 

Menzies pretended to be thinking, but it 
was quite obvious to Hood he had already 
made up his mind about something. 

“Well, there’s one case that stands out in 
my mind,” Menzies said, with an assumed 
thoughtfulness. “A woman. She was neu- 
rotic to begin with, and she had developed a 
bad psychosis. She came to Heeth, and he 
bungled the case. The woman went insane, 
tried to kill her husband, and finally com- 
mitted suicide.” Menzies looked directly at 


Hood. “The woman’s husband is Charles 
Engles, the gambler. You may have heard 
of him.” 


“Engles!” Hood was genuinely surprised. 
“Of course. I've been in his place—his 
‘club’, as it’s called.” 

Menzies nodded. 

“He would be a bad man to have for an 
enemy, I imagine,” he said. 

He would indeed, Hood agreed. He gazed 
cynically at Menzies. Was Menzies giving 
him information? Or trying to direct atten- 
tion away from himself? 

For the present, Hood let it go at that. 

“Thanks very much,” he said, smiling. “I 
may call on you again.” 

“Any time,” Menzies said. After a moment 
he added, “Good luck.” 

Opportunity and motive. The two words 
ran through Peter Hood’s mind. It was 
plain that plenty people with motive and 
opportunity had wanted to kill the unpleas- 
ant Doctor Heeth. The thing was to find out 
how it tied in with Bob Dayton. 

Hood had his moment of doubt. It was 
possible, he admitted to himself, that Mr. 
Peter Hood might be the victim of wishful 
thinking. A lucky shot, even from a drunk 
man’s gun, might get a man through the 
heart. 

“Hood, you bore me,” he said to himself. 
“Get on with it.” 

But he had to postpone getting on with it, 
for he had a rehearsal at the studio that 
afternoon. 

The rehearsal of Doctor Coffin’s latest evil 
crimes went off smoothly, as usual. After- 
wards, Hood was called into a conference of 
program officials. The Heeth case had given 
them an idea. 

"We've just been thinking, Pete,” one of 
them said to him. “How about a criminal 
lawyer as guest on our next broadcast? It 
would fit in nicely with this kind of program. 
You know, the arch-criminal Doctor Coffin 
matching wits with a criminal lawyer. Great 
stuff, eh? This Dan Warren is a friend of 
yours, isn't he? What do you think of it?" 


: place. 





Hood said it was all right with him if it 
was all right with Warren, providing no 
mention was made of the Heeth case. They 
nodded. 

So Hood called Warren. A little hesi- 
tantly, the lawyer agreed, but with the cau- 
tious legal proviso that no reference be made 
to the Heeth business. 

“I made them understand that," Peter 
Hood told him. 

“Fine. How's your detective career?" 

“All right. I might surprise you." 

Warren laughed dryly. 

ME you do would surprise me," he 
said. 

“No? Well, I feel the urge to visit a high- 
class gambling spot tonight. Charles Engles's 
If you haven't anything else to do, 
what about coming along? I may need 
moral support. I may even need a lawyer." 

“Engles!” Dan Warren snorted, "You'll 
need some sort of support, all right. That’s 
pretty fast company, even for you. All right, 
all right. So I’m as crazy as you are. 


Where’ll I meet you?” 
“TIl pick you up at your apartment, about 
ten." 


CHAPTER IV 
Blonde Medicine 


guardian row of huge 
trees, the old graystone 
mansion was somewhat 
like an aged aristocrat 
who is out of touch with 
the modern world. 

But the world inside it 
was very modern. 
Charles Engles, the pres- 
ent owner, had retained 
the best features of the 
old place, and had added 
new improvements. It was all in the very 
best of taste, gracious, quiet, and dignified. 
Evening dress was required. Guests were 
admitted only. by card, and the cards were 
not easy to get. But Peter Hood was a 
famous actor with influential friends. 

The old ballroom was for talk and drinks 
only. The gambling was in the other rooms. 
Peter Hood and Dan Warren took a brief 
whirl at roulette, then returned to the ball- 
room. 

It was a little after midnight when Charles 
Engles made his entrance. Slim and tall, in 
impeccable evening dress, he strolled about, 
greeting everyone with a courtly bow and a 
bland smile. 

When he got to Hood and Warren, he 
didn't hesitate. 

“Ah, Mr. Hood,” he said smoothly, offering 
his hand. “T haven't seen you here for some 
time." 

Hood returned the greeting and introduced 


PE 
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Dan Warren. Engles looked at him closely. 

“Oh, yes, of course,” he-said. “Weren't 
you defense counsel in the Heeth case?” 

Warren said he was. 

“Im sorry for that Dayton boy,” Engles 
said with gravity. “It was a tragic affair.” 

“Yes,” Hood agreed. “It seems to have 
ended in tragedy for everyone who had any- 
thing to do with Doctor Heeth.” 

Not a muscle in Charles Engles’ face 
moved. His heavy lids came down idly over 
his steel-gray eyes. He nodded at some 
people passing, smiling benignly. 

“Won't you join me in my private quarters, 
. gentlemen?" he said, politely, to Hood and 

Warren, 

Engles’ private quarters were as quiet and 
elegant as he was. He asked the men what 
they wished to drink, and served them him- 
self. He didn’t drink, but he seated himself 
and lit a cigar. He blew a cone of smoke to- 

' ward the ceiling. 

*You know about my wife, I take it," he 
said. 

. Hood nodded, sympathetically. Dan War- 
ren looked puzzledly at Hood but said noth- 
ing. / 
“T kept it out of the papers," Engles went 
on. *A thing like that is best quietly buried 
^ and forgotten. It's regrettable that you've 
come, hinting about it. What's your game?” 

“We”—Hood included Dan Warren— "are 
not convinced Dayton shot Heeth." 

Engles raised his eyebrows. 

“Despite the evidence and the court's ver- 
dict?" he asked. ; 

Hood once more pointed out the improb- 
ability of a man, blindly drunk, putting a 
shot through the heart of another, 

Engles looked politely skeptical. 

“You might be right. But I rather think 
you're grasping at a straw." A faint irony 
came into his voice. “And, of course, if you 
don’t think Dayton did it, you think someone 
else did. Perhaps me. Is that it, gentle- 
men?” 

“A good many people had motive for kill- 
ing Heeth,” Peter Hood interposed suavely. 

Engles appeared faintly bored. He released 
a gentle sigh. 

Gentlemen,” he said, “I hated Heeth more 
than I hated any other man. I planned to 
make him pay—but not to kill him, That 
would have been too easy for him.” Engles 
smiled. “A war of nerves, that’s what I 
planned for him. The threat of death over 

.him—never knowing when it might happen, 
or how, or where. I intended to make him 
suffer, indefinitely, as he had made others 
suffer. He shrugged. “I regret Heeth got 
off so easily, whoever killed him. Mine was 
a much better punishment.” 

There was nothing more to say, after that. 
A- few minutes later Peter Hood and Dan 
Warren took their leave. Engles escorted 


them to the outer entrance. 
“Please do me the honor again, gentle- 


men,” he said. 

Dan Warren could hardly wait to blow off 
steam. A 

“Holy mackerel, Pete, you weren’t kidding, 
were you! Tackling a gent like Engles. 
You're in dangerous territory. You'd better 
watch your step." 

*He's suave, subtle, and clever," Hood ad- 
mitted.. "That was a very plausible and 
clever story.” He smiled cynically. “Per- 
haps too clever.” 

He dropped Warren at his apartment. 

“Thanks for a lovely evening,” the lawyer 
said, in a sarcastic soprano. “Call me again 
sometime, when you want to stick your neck 
out.” 


OB DAYTON showed the strain of 
waiting, and he was extremely de- 
pressed. 

It was the following morning, and Peter 
Hood had received permission through an 
influential friend, to visit Bob at the State 
Prison, which was only some half-dozen 
miles from the city. 

“Look, Peter,’ Bob said, “I appreciate it. 
But what can you hope to prove? It’s over. 
Finished. You're wasting your time." 

"Let me be the judge of that. I might 
surprise you." Hood got down to the pur-- 
pose of his visit. “Listen, Bob. I want you 
to think back carefully, and tell me the bars 
you visited on the night Doctor Heeth was 
murdered." 

Bob Dayton gave a short, harsh laugh. 

“Good grief!” he exclaimed. “If you're de- 
pending on that—I don’t know! Oh, I re- 
member the first ones, but after that I might 
have been in Timbuktu, for all I know.” 

Hood was disappointed. 

“All right,” he urged. “The ones you re- 
member, then. That will help.” 

Bob gave the names of three or. four 
places, then shook his head. 

“That’s all I remember. I know I must 
have gone into other places, but I’ve no 
idea where. Peter, it’s no good.” 

“That’s only your opinion.” 

Bob smiled back, wanly. 

“How’s— Marsha?” he asked. 

“Marsha’s fine,” Hood lied convincingly. 
“And she’s quite certain you're going to walk 
out of here free, some day soon. Too bad 
you don’t have some of her faith, Bob.” 

“I’m sorry.” Bob looked at Hood out of 
tortured eyes. “Peter, could it be that I 
really did kill Heeth .. . when I was blind 
drunk?" 

*No." 

*Are you just saying that, or do you be- 
lieve it?" 

“I believe it." Hood wondered again if 
he was talking to convince himself, as well 
as Bob. “Pll tell you why. I don't believe a 
man in the condition you were in, could 
shoot another right through the heart, at 
the distance from which Heeth was shot." 
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He left Bob with more hope in the boy's 
eyes than he had seen there since the ugly 
business had started. 

“Hood, I hope you're right," he said to 
himself, outside. "You'd better be.” 

He had no luck at the bars Bob had 
named. He knew he hadn't really expected 
it. At the early stage of Bob's drinking tour, 
there would have been nothing about Bob's 
condition to attract undue attention. Well, 
what did a detective do now? 

It seemed pretty obvious, Hood decided, 
that if Bob had got himself organized in the 
four bars named, he would be very likely 
to stay in that section of town. Wouldn't he? 

Hood sighed. 

“A detective's lot is not a happy one,” he 
muttered to himself. “This will be blamed 
tedious.” 

He bent himself to the dreary task of visit- 
ing every bar in the district. At last, he 
played in luck. 

It was just another spot. Not good, not 
bad. The bartender was a portly, senatorial 
man named Gus. He wasn’t busy, and 
Hood got him to talk. 

“Sure,” he said, “I followed that case 
from the beginning, Took a kind of personal 
interest in it, because that young fella was 
in here that night. Swacked to the gills! 
Couldn’t get him to leave, neither. So I 
watered down his drinks. That’s better 
than startin’ a fuss, I always figure.” us 
pointed. “He sat right over there in that 
booth, mumbling to himself. Seemed to be 
bothered about something. Wow! Il say 
he was! Killin’ a man!” 

“Do you remember what time he came 
in?” Hood asked. “How long he stayed?” 

Gus named an hour. 

“Around there sometime,” he said. “He 
was here till this dame went over and talked 
to him, and they went out together. She'd 
come in for a drink, and she looked around 
the place, and seemed to recognize him.” ' 

“A woman?” Hood felt his spine tingling. 

“What did she look like? Can you de- 
scribe her?” 

“Oh, sure, easy. She was a knock-out! A 
tall blonde, who looked like she'd been 
around." 


T WASN'T actually much of a descrip- 

tion, but it was all Hood needed. ; 

Within half an hour, he was pushing the 
bell-button of Harriet Cullen’s apartment. 

The door opened, and when she saw him, 
she went rigid. 

“Oh! It’s you again.” 

Hood smiled at her. 

“I told you I might call again," he said. 

“Im sorry" The blond woman started 
to shut the door. “I’m just going out. Some 
other time, perhaps.” 1 

Hood stopped the door. 

ied and not perhaps, Miss Cullen," he 
said. 


-.and I saw him sitting there! 


At the tone of his voice, she let go the 
door. He pushed it open and walked in, 
closing it after him. e stood there, with 
his back to it. 

“And now, Miss Cullen,” he said. “Suppose 
you tell me all about yourself and Bob Day- 
ton in that bar on Nicollet street—and what 
Ap roe afterwards." 

he had driven a fist into her face, he 
couldn't have stunned her more. She went 
deathly white, backed away, and stumbled 
into a chair. Then all at once, frightened 
words started pouring out of her. 

*Look, I just didn't want to get involved, 
that's why I kept quiet about it!" she 
pleaded. “There was nothing to it, really! 
I was just trying to help the fellow! Honest- 
ly Iwas! I just dropped in there for a drink, 
He was in a 
sad way. I knew about his nerves being 
shot and all, and I was sorry for him. He 
was sitting there mumbling something about, 
‘Gonna shoot Heeth. I persuaded him to 
leave. 

“He was too heavy for me to support 
walking, so I left him beside a fire hydrant, 
and told him to stay right there while I got 
my car from where I’d parked. I couldn’t 
get it started right away, and when I got 
back, he was gone. I—I drove around a 
little, but I couldn’t find him.” She glared 
at Hood. “Don’t you understand? I was 
going to drive him home!” 

Hood made no comment. “And after you 
drove around looking for him—what then?” 
he asked. 

“That’s all. I’d done what I could.” She 
shrugged, a little too deliberately. “I went 
home.” 

Hood looked at her, smiling, but there 
was no friendliness in the smile. 

“It won't do, Miss Cullen." He shook his 
head slowly. “It won’t do. You said Bob 
Dayton mumbled something about shooting 
Heeth. When you couldn’t find him, fear— 
or plain curiosity—would have made you 
drive to Heeth’s place. It would have been 
the instinctive thing to do.” 

“But I didn’t! I—I swear I didn't!" 

“You hated Heeth.” Hood went on talking, 
relentlessly. “Bob Dayton was blindly in- 
toxicated, and didn’t know what was going 
on. He had a gun in his coat pocket, whic 
you probably felt while you were helpin 
him along. You follow me, Miss Cullen?” 

“You're crazy!” Panic took hold of her. 
"You're making up a crazy story, to save 
Dayton at my expense! You're insane!" 

“Nothing more to say, Miss Cullen?" 
Hood asked calmly. 

"There is nothing more to say!" she 
shrilled at him. “I’ve told you everything!” 

Hood got up to leave. 

“Very well, Miss Cullen. I'll leave you 
to think it over.” His tone was quietly 
ominous. “Pll be back—perhaps not alone 
next time.” . 
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She did not move. 
the door quietly. 


CHAPTER V 


He went out, closing 


A New Corpse 


OOD returned to his 
apartment. He wanted a 
shower and something to 
eat. 

*Little man," he sighed 

- to himself, “you’ve had 
a busy day—and you've 
got a broadcast to do to- 
night." 

He was tired and a 
little grim. He began to 





tives were seldom pleas- 


ant-faced men. 
The ringing of the phone brought him out 
of his shower. 


“Yes. Hood speaking." 

“I want to give you some good advice," 
a slow deep voice said. “Quit acting like 
a detective and stick to radio acting. Under- 
stand?" 

The phone clicked. 

Hood stood looking at his own instru- 
ment for a full minute, a wry smile on his 
lips, as if he found it hard to believe this 
was real. 

He dialed Dan Warren’s number. The 
lawyer answered. 

“Tve got another surprise for you,” Hood 
told him. “I’ve just received a warning to 
stop acting like a detective.” 

“Surprise nothing!” Warren exploded. “I 
just received one myself! I was just about 
to call you.” 

“Well, well!” Hood said. “I think I see 
the fine hand of Mr. Charles Engles in this.” 

“I told you, Pete,” Warren protested wor- 
riedly. “I warned you we were in danger- 
ous territory. Listen, for the love of mike, 
don’t go and get yourself—” 

“I can't stop now, Dan," Hood inter- 
rupted. “And I don't want to. I'll tell you 
more about it later. See you at the broad- 
cast tonight?" : 

“Okay. But be careful.” 

Hood dressed and went down to the grill 
for something to eat. All the time, his mind 
was on Harriet Cullen. He was quite cer- 
tain the tall blonde knew more than she had 
admitted. The police had ways to get it out 
of her quickly, but Hood was not the 
police. So he had applied psychological 
pressure, He wondered how soon it would 
take effect. And that phone warning—could 
there be any connection between it and 
Harriet? 

When he returned to his apartment-hotel 
ies Peter Hood was called over by the 
clerk. . 

“A call just came for you, Mr. Hood. 





'said Miss Cullen—" 


understand why detec- . 
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A Miss Harriet Cullen would like to see 
you at her apartment right away.” 

“What did she say?” ; 

The clerk went deadpan. 

“It was a man talking,” he began. “He 

“Thanks—” 

Hood hurried up.to his apartment, and 
got his coat and hat. He was almost out 
of the room again when he paused, turned 
around and went back to his bedroom and 
took a new-looking automatic from a 
drawer. He had never quite understood 
why he had bought the gun, except that 
most of his friends kept one. He had some- 
times wondered just what use he would 
ever have for it. 

He dropped it in his pocket. 

The tension mounted in him as he drove 
to Harriet Cullen’s apartment. He could 
understand her “cracking’—and sending 
for him. But a man calling? 

He rode the automatic elevator up to the 
blonde's fifth-floor apartment. He pushed 
the bell-button sharply, then put his hands 
in his pockets, his right hand curled around 
the grip of the gun. 

The door was not opened. He rang 
again. Still no answer. He tested the 
knob. The door was not locked! 

He walked hesitantly into the place. The 
lights were on. 

*Miss Cullen," he called. 

The bedroom door was half open. He 
went over and looked in, still a little 
hesitantly. 

She was there. On the bed. Her face 
was puffed and dark, her tongue protruded, 
and there was a cord tight around her neck. 

He stood there for what seemed a long 
time, pale and stunned, staring at her. 

So Harriet had known more than she had 
told. More than was good for her. And 
more than was good for someone else. 


'Someone who knew she was going to crack, 


and who had silenced her. 

Hood was hardly aware of the shrill noise 
down on the street until it had been dinning 
for several seconds. Then it suddenly 
crashed his consciousness. 

Police sirens! 

. Holy smoke! Of course. That was 
why he had been called to Harriet’s apart- 
ment. It was a trap—a frame! He was to 
be caught there with the dead woman! 

He hurried out of the apartment, closing 
the door behind him. It was too late now 
to go down either by the elevator or by 
the stairs. There was only one thing to 
do, he knew. 

He made his way swiftly and quietly 
along the hall and around a corner into 
another hall. He waited there, praying that 
no one would come out of a door. He 
heard the police come up, heard the rumble 
of their voices, heard them go into Harriet 
Cuilen's apartment. pees 


^ 
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After several minutes he took a deep 
breath, and walked around the corner and 
back down the hall. The doors of apart- 
ments near Harriet’s were opening. People 
were peering out and their voices were ris- 
ing with excitement. Police were ordering 
them back inside. 

Hood strode up to a beefy sergeant 
bossing the show. 

“What’s wrong, officer?” he asked calmly. 

The sergeant looked him up and down. 


“Who are you?” he bellowed. “What are 
you doin’ here?” 
“My name’s Peter Hood.” Hood smiled 


at him. “I was visiting some friends. I’m 
leaving early because I have to do a broad- 
cast in a little while.” 

“Peter Hood?” Fame and a touch of au- 
dacity had its use. The sergeant grinned. 
“Oh, sure, he said quite friendly now. 
“Hood. Doctor Coffin. I've heard you.” He 
jerked his thumb toward Harriet's apart- 
ment. “Dame murdered. Strangled. We 
got a call from some fellow, said he heard 
a man and woman fightin’ in this apartment. 
Said she sounded like she was getting beat or 
choked, and he thought he'd better call us." 
The sergeant grunted. “She was gettin’ 
choked all right. But no sign of her killer— 
so far. We're checkin' the building." 

*Dreadful" Hood said. 

The sergeant chuckled. 

“Comin’ from Doctor Coffin, that's good.” 

Hood assumed a deprecatory smile. 

"Acting is one thing, sergeant," he said. 
"Real murder is something else. Well, I'd 
better be getting along. I suppose I can 
get past your men?" 

“Sure thing." The sergeant called one 
of his men. “Bailey, go down with Mr. 
Hood.” He flicked a hand in salute, and 
grinned again. “Good night, Mr. Hood. 


Don’t murder too many gents on the broad- - 


cast.” 

Back in his car Peter Hood slumped 
down in the seat for several minutes, ex- 
hausted. Then his eye caught the clock 
on the instrument panel. 

“One hour till broadcast time!” 

He drove back to his apartment for a 
quick change of clothing. He had left 
Harriet Cullen’s apartment building in a 
pour of sweat, and he couldn’t appear at 
the studio the way he felt and looked. 

“A letter for you, Mr. Hood,” the desk 
clerk called him. “It came by Western Union 
messenger.” 

Hood grabbed the letter, and hurried into 
the elevator. He scarcely noticed the other 
people in the cage. He got out at his floor, 


and hurried along to his apartment. He 
was inserting the key in the lock when a 
man's voice, several yards behind him 


spoke. 

“Open it up,” the voice said. “Then get 
your hands up.” 

Hood glanced sharply over his shoulder. 





A slight, dark man, who held his right hand 
in his coat pocket had a gun poking against 
the cloth. 

Hood did as he was told. 

“Lights,” the gunman said. “And don’t 
make any fancy moves.” 

Hood snapped on a floor lamp. The man 
kicked the door shut, He cast a quick, 
wasy glance around the place. 

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s have that letter.” 

“Just a minute,” Hood protested. “I 
don’t know what this is about. This letter 
was sent to me by special messenger. If 
you don’t mind, I'd first like to read—" 

"Lets have it. Now!" The gunman's 
gun came out. “Or do I have to give you a 
dose of this first?" 

*Drop your gun!" 

The curt order came from the shadows 
across the room. Hood could not make out 
the figure at once. But the gunman's back 
was toward the figure, and he was in no 
position to argue. He dropped his gun. 

The intruder came forward, and Hood, 
for the third time that evening was stunned. 
It was the psychiatrist whom Doctor Heeth 
had ruined. Frank Menzies! 

“I came here to kill you," Menzies said 
to the radio actor. "I thought you'd killed 
Harriet. I saw you go into her apartment 
building. Then the police, and the cry that 
she'd been murdered. I saw you leave. I 
thought you'd slicked your way out of it." 

"But what made you change your mind 
now?" Hood asked at a loss. “Or have 
you?" 

"That letter." 
letter Hood still held in his hand. 
this man holding you up for it." 

“But how did you get in?" 

Menzies’ eyes smiled at Hood from be- 
hind their thick glasses. “I know some- 
thing about locks and keys. Especially 
master keys.” He again nodded at the 
letter. “Why don’t you open it? It must 
be pretty important.” 

The gunman was standing motionless, 
wary. 

“Go ahead," Menzies said to Hood. “I'll 
keep my eye on him.” 

Hood looked for a moment at Menzies, 
thinking that you never could tell about 
people, especially about quiet, inoffensive- 
looking ones. 

He opened the letter. And got shock 
number four. 

The envelope, besides a letter, contained 
: crumpled slip of paper. Hood read the 
etter. 


Menzies nodded at the 
*And 


Dear Mr. Hood: 

You win. I'm leaving town for parts un- 
known. I hope you'll Jet it go at that, because 
although I was involved, I had nothing to do 
with killing Doctor Stanley Heeth. 

I did go to Heeth's place on the night he 
was killed. I found him dead, and I thought 
Bob Dayton had done it—until I found the 
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mood slip of paper, several yards from the 
ody. 
It speaks for itself. Maybe you know what 
I used it for. A girl has to live. 
I'm sorry about it now. But I'm giving you 
a break. So give me one, will you? 
Sincerely. 
Harriet Cullen. 


Hood looked at the slip of paper, and his 
mouth went tightly grim. ‘ 

"It's from Harriet, he said to Menzies. 

“Harriet? What about?" 

“A murderer.” Hood nodded toward the 


- gunman. “Take care of him, will you, 


Menzies? I’ve got to make a broadcast.” 
: CHAPTER VI 
Murder Broadcasts 


ITH only five minutes 
to spare, Peter Hood 
made it to the studio, He 
found the program offi- 
cials looking worried, the 
cast jittery, and Dan 
Warren rather goggle- 
eyed and bewildered by it 
all. 

"Where the devil you 
been, Pete?" the director 
growled at him. “All 
right, get set. Three min- 

utes.” 

Hood whispered something to him. The 
director’s eyes bulged out, and he started 
objecting. 

"I know what I'm doing," Hood said. 

He looked out over the studio audience. 
He spotted, in the third row, the distin- 
guished Charles Engles. He looked farther 
off, at the exits—and observed the police- 
men stationed. there. He smiled thinly. 
There were probably a few questions they 
wanted to ask him about Harriet Cullen's 
murder, after the broadcast. 

The man in the control room signaled: 
one minute. The director waved the cast 
back, and beckoned to Dan Warren to join 
Hood beside the microphone. 

Then came the flash: On the Air. 

The soft, sinister purr of Doctor Coffin 
went out over the air waves to his thou- 
sands of listeners. 

“Tonight, my friends, we will reverse our 
usual custom of introducing the guest of 
honor after the program," he said. “We 
are doing this because we have with us to- 
night an exceptionally interesting gentle- 
man. May I introduce Mr. Daniel Warren, 
the noted criminal lawyer?" 

There was applause. Dan Warren said a 
word of greeting. 

Then the soft voice purred on, but an 
ominous note had entered it now. - 

“But what makes Mr. Warren exception- 
ally interesting is not merely the fact that 





he is a criminal lawyer," Doctor Coffin con- 
tinued. "There are many criminal lawyers. 
What makes Mr. Warren exceptional is the 
additional fact that he is also a criminal!" 
There was ice in the purr now. “So may I 
introduce Mr. Daniel Warren, the real mur- 
derer of Doctor Stanley Heeth, and of a 
girl whose name was Harriet Cullen!" 

There was shocked, absolute silence, A 
silence during which Hood took out the 
slip of crumpled paper and held it up for 
Dan Warren to see. 

For an instant the eyes of the two men 
met. Then Dan Warren’s lips drew tight, 
and his right hand streaked toward his hip 
pocket. But before he could reach the gun 
there, a voice from off-stage snapped a 
warning. 

“Hold it!” A police lieutenant strode on 
the platform. 

Amidst uproar and confusion through- 
out the studio other policemen grabbed 
Warren, : 

Up in the control room, a technical man 
was sweating. 

“Maybe I should have cut him off the 
air!" he groaned. 

“Cut him off, nothing,” a network official 
retorted. “It was a sensation! Nothing 


like it before! The sponsor will be tickled . 


pink!” 


FTERWARDS, the police lieutenant 
paid tribute to Peter Hood. 

"Ive got to admit," he. said, a bit reluc- 
tantly, "it was very nice work—for an ama- 
teur." 

Hood smiled, but it was not his usual 
ride smile. He wasn't feeling very cheer- 

"The solution wasn't really my doing, 
Lieutenant,” he said frankly. “The Cullen 
girl had it all the time, and she gave it to 
me É All I did was exert a little pressure on 

eril. 

“Yes, but you had to discover first on 
whom to exert the pressure, and that took 
smart detective work. By the way, I found 
out something interesting about Warren. 
He's thirty-five, and single. He was turned 
down by the army because he's a psycho- 
neurotic." : 

Hood showed his surprise. 

“That kg el a lot of things," he said 
a little sadly. “His festering hatred for 
Bob Dayton for beating his time with 
Marsha. His arrogant belief he could get 
Marsha if Bob was out of the way. His 
driving political ambitions which Marsha's 
wealth would make possible. . . . I can't 
help feeling a bit sorry for him." 

“Sorry for a gent who pretended to de- 
fend Dayton, and let him slide right into 
the hot seat?" The lieutenant scoffed. “I’m 
not sorry for him.” : 

The whole ugly business was clear now. 
It had gone off something like this: 
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Dan Warren had been coming to call on 
the Daytons. He had seen Bob go out in a 
black rage, and had followed him in his car. 
When Harriet Cullen had left Bob outside 
the bar, Warren had picked the stupefied 
Bob up, listened to his mumblings about 
Heeth, taken Bob’s gun, and after finding 
out where Heeth lived, had gone and shot 
Heeth himself. After which he had re- 
placed the gun in Bob’s pocket, and put 
Bob out on a park bench. 

But Dan Warren had made one fatal 
error. The unpredictable error that branded 
him as the killer. He had kept his gloves 
on, and in pulling the gun from his pocket, 
to shoot Heeth, he had pulled out a slip of 
paper with it. He couldn’t feel it, and he 
didn’t see it in his haste. It fell to the floor. 

The slip of paper was from his memoran- 
dum pad. On it, in Warren’s own hand- 
writing was Doctor Heeth’s address! But 
—and this was what made the writing so 
easily identifiable—across the top, in print, 





was his name: Daniel Warren, Attorney- 
at-Law. 

Harriet Cullen had arrived several 
minutes after he had gone, and had found 
the slip of paper. With it she was black- 
mailing him. And when she was cracking 
under the pressure Hood had put upon her, 
Warren had to get that slip of paper. 

When she defiantly told him she had al- 
ready sent the slip to Hood, Warren 
silenced her, and sent one of his underworld 
connections to intercept the letter at Hood’s 
apartment. 

Once Peter Hood had seen the slip and 
the letter, the jig was up. 

“Well, anyway,” the lieutenant smiled, “if 
you ever get tired of murdering people on 
the radio you can always have a job here 
with us.” 

“T’ll keep it in mind," Hood assured him. 

Then Doctor Coffin went out to pick up 
Marsha Dayton to drive her to meet her 
husband—outside State Prison. 
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THE WITNESS SHARE 


By JOE ARCHIBALD 


Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, Uses Poker Tactics 
' to Help the Police Clean Up a Full House of Jewel Thieves! 


ILLIAM KLUMP, President of 

the Hawkeye Detective Agency, 

Private Investigating Done, tossed 
his three fives, an ace'and a queen away and 
looked sadly at the nice poker pot piled up 
in the center of the table at the Triangle So- 
cial Club. Aloysius “Satchelfoot” Kelly, 
whose occupation was a detective, said to 
Willie, “Okay, I take the moola an’ don’t 
have to show my hand. You'll never be a 
poker player, flathead!” 

Willie picked up Kelly’s cards. He had 
one pair of nines and the other three cards 
were garbage. Willie threw the pasteboards 
down and called Satchelfoot a dirty conniver 
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and also a crook. “An’ I had three dolls over 
them fives! There should be new rules 
against thieves like you, Kelly!” 
“H-m-m-m, eight bucks an’ forty cents,” 
Satchelfoot said, tallying the take. “Thanks 
for the two an’ a half, Willie. Why do you 
play games that requires brains, huh?” 
“Look, Satchelfoot, I was to take Gertie 
out to dinner tonight,” Willie said, sweeten- 
ing his mood. “How about givin’ me back 
the two-fifty an’ I'll write you an I.0.U.” 
“You are talkin’ to a stranger, Willie.” 
“You mean a crumb, is what! Awright, 
you paddle-footed robber!” William Klump 
said, “There'll come a day—” 
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“Ha ha,” Satchelfoot scoffed. “You are 
the worst sucker I ever saw. That Gertie 
has been pitchin’ woo with a commando 
named McGurkle the last couple weeks. An’ 
you also want to feed that two-timin’ kitty?” 

“You are speakin’ of the girl I—anyways, 
she told me about McGurkle. He is a sec- 
ond cousin of hers an' is lonesome in New 
York as his relatives are all in Omaha," Wil- 
lie argued. 

“A commando with Gertie,” Kelly kept 
needling. “It is like a tiger-tamer in a zoo 
takin’ his vacation goin’ huntin’ for tigers. 
Well, I have better things to do than ‘tarry 
here with the likes of you. Don’t eat too 
much filly mignons.” 


Willie met Gertie Mudgett in front of one - 


of their favorite public dining rooms and 
told her what had happened to his financial 
standing. 

“Oh, Willie” Gertie sniffed. “How many 
times have I told you what a crummy poker 
player you are. When you ain’t holdin’ them 
you got to make them believe you are. Can’t 
you never remember that? Look, I just 
bought a War Bond and all I got is a dollar 
and sixty cents. I will eat the dollar din- 
ner an’ it serves you right you will have to 
eat a ham an’ cheese san’wich. Why do I 
bother with you?” 

“Maybe because Commando McGurkle 
lef? town," Willie said in a fine pique. “May- 
be you think I am as dumb as I look.” 

“Some things are impossible, Willie,” Ger- 
tie said. “Maybe you think I’m a liar, huh? 
I ain’t his second cousin? Now I won’t stand 
here an’ let nobody call me a liar. I got a 
good mind—" , 

“That’s a matter of opinion. I mean I did 
not say you was a liar, Gertie," Willie yelped. 
*Look, le's go in, huh?" 

They did. Willie ate a ham and ersatz 
cheese sandwich and stared goggle-eyed at 
the roast lamb and mashed and EDT peas 


that Gertie stoked away with great gusto. 
ARE you had Joey McGurkle's shoulders, 
illie 


*Oh, I ain't such a physical wreck seein' 
the kind of food I git" Willie hinted. 

“He showed me tricks," Gertie said. “I 
could break your arm just like that!" She 
snapped her fingers. 

"Isn't that wonderful?" Willie gulped. 
*Did he lend you his trench knife?" 


N HOUR later, Willie escorted Gertie 

to her brownstone and in the hallwa: 
just before he took his leave, Gertie sai 
*Make out you area wolf an' make a pass at 
me, Willie. 

*Huh?" 

“Yeah, I mean like as if this was the first 
time you took me out an' figured I was 
whistle-bait. Go ahead, Willie, as I want to 
show you how you needn't never worry 
about Gert." 





"Like this, maybe," Willie said and made 
a pass. Then wham-o-o! The president of 
the Hawkeye Detective agency did not know 
exactly how it happened. He took a ride on 
a big pin-wheel, felt himself tossed off it 
and landed in a corner of the hall on his 
angelbones with his feet against a framed 
motto that said: 


THE HOUSE OF FRIENDS. 


“There, Willie, you see?” Gertie said and 
helped him assume a vertical position. x 
pulled the punch an' didn't break your arm." 

“Well, g-goodnight, Gertie,” Willie 
moaned ; 

“Look, I was thinkin’, Willie. Why don’t 

ou an’ me team up like the Lean Man an’ 
Sora: or Mr, an’ Mrs, South, huh? I’m al- 
ways afraid you'll git killed sometime when I 
ain't around, an’ maybe we'd git so famous 
we would git on the radio an’ movies.” 

“The couples you mentioned are married,” 
Willie said. 

“Well . 

“Uh? hi copa Gertie,” Willie said, 
and hurried out, hearing Gertie Mudgett’s 
handbag thum gainst the door he quickly 
slammed shut behind him. There was a crick 
in his neck and he was sure of water on the 
knee and there was very little spring to his 
step as he hied to the rooming house he had 
moved into only ten days before because his 
old landlady had walked in on him and asked 
what was cooking. 

Willie walked into the hall and up the first 
flight oP pata and then a lodger came down 
from above as if a draft board toughie was 
after him and he crashed into Willie and 
took him almost to the front door again. 

“Look, I am gettin’ tired of this,” Willie 
quoe out. “An’ they listed me as a 4 F. 


“Git off me, you mug!" a voice said. “I 
got to git to a murder. I am a reporter an' 
a guy called me— 

"A murder?" Willie cried out. "Why 
didn't you say so? Here let me help you. 

Ten minutes later, William Klump and a 
police reporter for “The Morning Comet” 
were streaking along East Forty-Ninth to 
Lexington, “Yeah—Klump—pal of mine— 
called—me. Loft knocked off—jewelry— 


joint—a guy—was—plugged.” 


“What a break!” 
—t’home, hah?” 

There were two police cars in front of a 
tavern, and clients of the poor man’s bistro 
were milling about and trying to get past 
the cops and up a stairway. Willie saw no 
sign of Satchelfoot Kelly and chuckled at 
the thought he had beat the boob to the 
punch. He flashed a badge and followed the 
reporter up to the loft and there on the 
floor was a citizen in the uniform of a police - 
patrol outfit. 

Willie stepped over the corpse and into the 


illie panted. “So close 
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jewelry concern's small operations office. The 
glass counter was shattered and the door of 
the safe swung open. Willie stooped to pick 
up a ruby and found out that it was a drop of 
vital fluid that had once been in the veins of 
the victim. 

“Awright, let me in here," a gruff voice 
suddenly said. “Or is this a private party, 
huh?" 

“Hiya, Kelly?” 

“Uh-uh,” Willie said and looked out 
through the door. “Did you take a detour 
around Jersey City, Satchelfoot?” 


“Who the heck said that? I—you, 
Klump!” Kelly yipped. “Who told you 
about—?” 


“You never heard of my carrier pigeon 
service?” Willie asked. “I got two that can 
talk; Well, don't stand there like a stature. 
Do somethin’ about this crime.” 

“Okay, blubbermouth!” Kelly snapped. 
“An’ lay off me or I'll push your face down 
your throat.” 

“What did I say?” Willie asked a man. 

The M.D. who specialized in briefing the 
violently removed knelt down and went 
through his routine. “Shot through the 
heart,” he said. “Why they send for me 
sometimes, I don’t know. They heard the 
rhubarb in the tavern downstairs so they 
know what time it happened. Take over, 
Kelly, I’m goin’ back to that detective story 
I was readin’ an’ see how it come out.” 

Willie Klump climbed to the top of a file 
cabinet and watched the proceedings from 
there. Satchelfoot had the place «combed 
for clues, ordered pictures taken, and then 
allowed the crew of the morgue limousine to 
remove the cadaver. A big cop brought three 
tavern habitue’s upstairs and Kelly used 
them for quiz kids. 

One of the citizens had no hat and there 
was a knot on the top of his pate the size 
of a darning egg. “I was just about t’ foller 
these other guys into the joint when I hear 
somethin’ like a gun goin’ off. It sounds 
like it took place up here so I run around t’ 
the entrance to up here an’ then somethin’ 
hits me an’ it wasn’t a feather. duster. I 
land on my noggin an’ git a unconducted trip 
around the milky way—no, I didn’t recker- 
nize who slugged me.” 


QATCHELFOOT KELLY gave forth 
with a disdainful snort. 

“Nobody never sees nothin’ in cases like 
these,” he griped. 

“An’ they won't, Willie put in “until 
guys accompany crooks like war correspond- 
ents. Anyways, you are hired to find out for 
yourself, Kelly.” 

“You shut up, Willie, or I'll put you in that 
safe an' git all the combinations to it an' tear 
them up. Yeah, they come up here an' 
knock off some stuff an' the protective cop 
sneaked up an' almos' surprised 'em. Nobody 


got a look at the bums." 

"[ saw a car go past just as me an' Eddie 
here went out to see what was keepin' Harold 
there an' while we was pickin' him up." 

“What color?" Kelly asked quick. 

“I don't remember," the bistro patron said. 

“You don't know nothin’, none of you, 
so git out!" Satchelfoot Kelly said exas- 
peratedly. *Always I got t' do everythin' my- 
self. No wonder crime pays!" 

“You can say that again an’ again," Willie 
quipped, just as Satchelfoot bent over and 
plucked something off the floor, He held it 
Lo the light. “A forget-me-not,” he said, 
“Well, what do you know?” 

*A locomotive and two rah's for Kelly," 
Willie said. “It looks like the assassin wore 
the forget-me-not to remind him not to for- 
get not to leave no clues, huh?" 

Satchelfoot was taking aim with a wire 
waste-basket when a very perturbed citizen 
shoved him aside and came into the loft 
wringing his hands. “Wa-a-a-ait a minute,” 
Kelly yelled. “Who you think you're pushin’ 
around? Who you think you—?” 

“Just who owns the place, that’s all,” the 
little character with the bald head and thick 
eye-glasses said. “Oh, I been robbed. There 
was sixty thousan’ dollars’ worth of diamonds 
in that safe. One was a big one that I was 
goin’ to cut.” He flopped down in a chair and 
clamped his hands against his head and 
swayed from side to side. “The things that 
happen to me, oh-h-h!” 

“You should of been here a half hour 
sooner,” Willie said. “Takin’ an inventory 
or somethin’, Then you'd of been in the stiff 
chamber along with the patrol cop. People 
are never satisfied.” 

The jeweler’s name was Guthrie Wiebold 
and he wanted some action. 

“You are lookin’ at the man who can give 
it to you, pal,” Satchelfoot grinned. “I will 
make an arrest within an hour. It is a good 
thing I took a memory course once.” 

“When was that, Satchelfoot?” 

“T don’t rememb—you think you are funny, 
don’t you, Willie? Well, just come with a 
real detective and see why he is still on the 
payroll instéad of hiring out to trail wolfin’ 
husbands like you.” 

“T wouldn’t miss this for the world,” Willie 
said, sliding down from the file cabinet. “Not 
even the post-war one.” He picked up an 
old letter that was on the floor, folded it up 
and slipped it into his pocket when Satchel- 
foot was not looking. "You'd think they'd 
sweep up here once in awhile." 

“There is a war on," the robbed citizen 
said testily. "You just try an' git cleanin' 
women." 

“Come on, Willie," Satchelfoot said. 

William Klump felt very important riding 
across town in the police car with Kelly and 
two other cops. It was like old times. When 
he followed Kelly up the stairs of a third 








THE WITNESS SHARE ' 67 


rate apartment house on Eleventh Avenue, 
he felt butterflies in this stomach. “Who 
lives here?” Willie asked. 

Kelly said, “Shut up,” and rapped on a 


oor. 

“Who is it?” a voice from inside wanted to 
know. 

“It ain’t nobody sellin’ brushes,” Satchel- 
foot said. “Open up, Bigsy.” 

The law was allowed in and Willie saw 
two characters who definitely smacked of 
the shady side. The larger gee looked quite 
hurt at the invasion. 

“What’s eatin’ you, Kelly?” 

“Bigsy, you have just got in from some- 
where,” Satchelfoot said. “The drizzle is 
still on you an’ nights like this you could 
catch your death of cold. Did you forget 
you was out on parole?” 

“How could he be in then?” Willie asked. 

“Whose side you on, theirs or mine?” 
Kelly yipped. “Awright, where you been the 
last two hours, Bigsy?” 

“Who—me? Why me an’ Sparky was out 
to a movie, Kelly. Where’s them stubs, 
huh? Here somewheres—” 

“Don’t hand me that, Bigsy. Sparky here 
got his name from being quite efficient in 
snatching hot ice, Willie. Bigsy is a sort of 
Roscoe expert who usually sees to it Sparky 
does not get disturbed while robbing places 
like we just come from. Bigsy, there was a 
joint over on Lex just got cleaned an’ it be- 
longed to a citizen named Guthrie Wie- 
bold. Own up, now. You search for the 
diamonds, boys!” 

“I said we was to a movie,” Bigsy gulped. 

“Then go an’ call up an’ ask if they found 
the forgit-me-not you dropped, Bigsy,” 
Satchelfoot snarled. “You was always par- 
tial to them remindin’ posies. We found one 
where a character was rubbed out. So you 
better make that alibi stick.” 

“Huh? You mean—? Sparky, some crook 
has framed me. Why, the dirty—!” 


TEE cops did not find any diamonds. 
But Bigsy Small could not prove he had 
gone to a movie with Sparky. Bigsy was on 
arole and that made it worse for him. 
atchelfoot told the boys to cover Bigsy and 
Sparky with the artillery while he got the 
cuffs on them. “You see, Willie, what a 
memory I got. What you doin’ on your han’s 
an’ knees?’ 

“I dropped a collar button, Satchelfoot,” 
Willie said. “A Mns I carry.” He got' up, 
- pretty sure that Satchelfoot had jumped at 

a conclusion once more but had missed with 

the punch. *I sure admire you, Satchelfoot. 

That was fast work. If you wanted cops to 

forget about you, Bigsy, why did you wear 

that forget-me-not? You see you always 
slip up, you crooks." 
“You can't pin this on me, Kelly!" Bigsy 
" howled. : 


“I will nail it on you, pal.” the detective 
grinned. “Now beat it, Willie." 

Willie did not sleep any better than an 
owl with hives that night. He went to his 
office early and cooked himself a pair of eggs 
on his burner. While eating his breakfast, 
he admitted that. Satchelfoot was a heel but 
at the same time he knew of a more famous 
one. What Willie could not understand 
were the things he began writing down in his 
notebook, for Willie Klump would need to 
carry a great bunch of forget-me-nots to re- 
mind him he had them. With Willie a * 
thought was as elusive as an eel dipped in 
alemite. 

“Don’t make sense,” Willie wrote. “What 
I saw makes me pretty sure Bigsy and Sparky 
didn't do it. But why don't they tell where 
they was while the robbery and rubout was 
bein’ perpetrated? They had to work fast 
to stash the rocks away ‘fore they got home 
as they wa’n’t in their room. So maybe they 
had a union man—er—confederate to do it 
for them, but would them two trust them 
with somebody else? No! 

“Could be, crooks will tell the truth at 
times. If Bigsy and Sparky didn’t commit 
the crime, and I don’t think they did, how 
will I prove it? That’s the catch awright. 
Oh, well.” 

Willie got ready for the hay and turned on 
his radio. The Lean Man was on. Chick 
Narles and Dora were in the midst of quite 
an adventure. Dora was catching Chick 
quizzing a blond crime suspect too close 
when Willie tuned in: 

“Oh, Chickie, darling. Turn around. It’s 
me, Dora. I’ve been watching through the 
keyhole and your technique isn’t—let me 
show you, darling. Kerwhap!—Oh, my 
head, Dora. Look, I can explain—" 

“Humph,” Willie said and snapped off the 
radio. “The corn is green t'night. Huh, 
we'd be famous like Mr. an’ Mrs. South—" 
Willie began to drop off—“when you ain't 
—holdin' th Willie, you got to make be- 
lieve you are—b-z-z-z-z-z-z!" Willie snapped 
out of it. “Why—er—not?” he suddenly 
asked himself, then jumped out of bed and 
grabbed pencil and paper. In the morning 
he would know what he had thought about 
the night before. He scribbled like fury, 
chuckled to himself. An hour later he was 
really sawing the hickory logs. 

At ten o'clock the next morning, Willie 
picked up a newspaper and read about Bigsy 
and Sparky being held for knocking off one 
Ellsworth Bruggy, protective patrolman. It 
seemed that Bigsy and Sparky could.not or 
would not give an alibi as to their where- 
abouts while Bruggy was getting the perma- 
nent brush-off and when the diamonds were 
snitched. Aloysius Kelly announced through 
the fourth estate that the crooks would suc- 
cumb to the temperature of the grill-room 
very soon. 
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“I wonder,” Willie said, then began certain 
rounds. He walked into a lunchroom on 
East Fiftieth and waxed loquacious with the 
counterman who was no little Lord Fauntle- 
roy any way you looked at him. Willie knew 
the chow-rustler had once matriculated at a 
certain reformatory. 

“Yeah, the cops ain't sayin’,” Willie said - 
to the ex-con. “A certain character did reck- 
ernize one of theislayers. They are keepin’ 
Im so's nothin' won't never happen to 

er." 

“Yeah? A dame, hah?" 

*Don't tell nobody now," Willie said. “I 
—er—am a little short of funds an’ if you'd 
trust me for some pancakes an’ syrup. I 
could leave my watch as sec—” 

“Think nothin’ of it, pal,” the character 
said. “I been that way meself.” 

William Klump ate his pancakes and set 
forth. He strolled into a poolroom and 
kibitzed and said things that pricked the 
ears of one or two cue-wielders. He visited 
a dozen assorted pleasure spots and soon 
came to a bistro on Lexington near Fiftieth 
Street. Willie was quite friendly with one 
of the barkeeps and could get a snort or two 
on the cuff, 

“Thanks, Pete,” Willie said when a beer 
was shoved toward him. There were half a 
dozen. clients in the place and one was lean- 
ing against the juke box and listening to its 
music. 

“Looks like they'll get the guys that 
knocked off that cop an’ stole the dazzling 
dornicks, Pete,” Willie said. “Crooks don’t 
know from nothin’, There was a doll reck- 
ernized one of the killers but he don’t know 
it. She tol’ me she did an’ then run off that 
night. She got scairt when she thought 
quick what might happen if she put it down 
for the cops.” 

“No foolin’, Klump.” 

“Yeah. Ha, Pete, imagine. Me bein’ a 
detective an’ she spillin'—sure, I'll take an- 
other beer. Nice-lookin’ tomater at that. 
Red hat with a feather in it, an’ wearin’ a 
snood. Had one of thetn short yeller fur 
coats on. Say, what kind of fur is that, 
Pete?" 

*Dyed cat, Klump. I bought me wife 
one oncet. Ha, who would skin a cat that 
wasn't died—I mean dyed. I—" 

“Well, I got to git goin’ along,” Willie 
oa. "] got to call up my tomat—er—girl 

rien’.” : 


PPRIVATE detective Willie Klump, went 
to his office and called Gertie. 
“You see what Kelly did again, Willie?” 
she said when he contacted her, 
“Why can’t you be so smart?” 
“Oh, I git along,” Willie said. 
“You'll never amount to nothin’, Gertie 
said. “What you call me for?” 
“Huh? Why do you think? When I git 
68 x 


lonesome for you—er—is you is or is you 
ain't my—er— ?” 

*Oh, that's cute, Willie. Where will I 
meet you, huh?» 

"The Rosebud Tavern on Lexington," 
Willie said. “Bring some sugar. It is like 
callin’ Newcastle an’ askin’ it to bring coal, 
ain’t it?” 

“Oh, Willie, 
honey.” 

“G’bye,” Willie said, and then put his feet 
up on the desk and grinned into space. “You 
got t' know how t' handle women, yeah." 

“You look ravenous t’night,” Willie said 
when he met Gertie in front of the tavern. 
“Wearin’ just the things I like for favorites, 
Gertie. What you hear from McGurkle?” 

“He is on his way t' Omaha, Willie. Oh, 
stop bein' jealous. You are my only infinity 
an' you know it. I brought ten bucks, Willie, 
an' will we have fun?" 

The evening waxed merry until Gertie 
joined the Navy too long. and guessing that 
this was as good excuse as any, the presi- 
dent of the Hawkeye Detective Agency got 
up from his table and went over to where 
Gertie was swapping nifties with a pair of 
gobs. 

"Pardon me," Willie said. “You remem- 
ber a civilian who looked like me? Am I 
s'posed t' sit over there in a corner an' play 
tick-tacks-toe, huh?" 

“Go ’way,” a sailor said, and pushed Wil- 
lie. "You bother me. You want t' play 
puss-in-the-corner, pal? I hit you in the 
puss an' you lay in the corner all night? 
Will I bust him one, Babe?" [Turn page] 
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*Willie, you are bein’ aureae" Ger- 
tie sniffed. “Cant I help build up the 
morale of our armed forces?” 

“Huh? First it’s commandos an’ now gobs. 
Gant you find no beachhead with Marines 
on it?” 

“Now, look, Buster !—” 

“Willie, don’t start no fight,” Gertie said, 
her jaw hardening. “Or I'll break—" 

"My arm, yeah. Well, look here, all of 
you. I brought this tom—gal in here an'— 

A big citizen came over and asked Willie 
to kindly calm down or he would personally 
knock out all of Willie's teeth. A gob asked 
the bouncer who the heck he thought he was 
buttin' in an' got a clip on the ear and then 
there was a mess with the bouncer and two 
gs in quite a brawl on the floor and Gertie 

udgett snatched up her coat and wanted 
out. 

“You started it, Gert,” Willie said, “Well, 
I'll see you home." 

“Applesauce,” Gertie said. "I'll go home 
by my own self and you go soak your head, 
Willie Klump.” 

"If you insist,’ Willie said and smoth- 
ered a chuckle. He gave Gertie two min- 
utes start and then left the bistro which 
was now being briefed by the cops. He 
caught a glimpse of his lady love turning 
a corner two blocks away and then got a 
ander at a male character who seemed to be 

ollowing her. 

Willie set forth and then a cab slued up 
to the curb and pelted Willie with a wave 
of mud and water. Willie moved in and de- 
manded the cabby's name and number and 
said he would sue the company. 

"You try an' git my name or license 
number an’ I’ll take them right back along 
with your head, Junior," a very rough-look- 
ing taxi driver said. "Will we start playin’?” 

“I know my rights," Willie argued, then 
remembered something. “I got t' be goin’. 
Oh, if I'm toolate. Oh-h-h!" 

Willie hurried. Four blocks away, walk- 
ing past an alley he heard a cry for help. 
He went into the alley and met Gertie 
coming out. Her hair looked like a crow's 
nest and her snood was around her neck 
and her tongue was hanging out. Her 
eyes were crossed. 

“It’s me, Willie" the private detective 
said. “What happened, Gertie?” 

“Wha-a-a-a? I was nearly strangled and 
with my own snood, Willie Klump. I was 
attacked an’ thrown into the alley—here— 
an’—gulp—where’s my hat with the feather? 
Some guy tried t' kill me, It was a good 
thing I was nice to McGurkle when he 
was in town. Willie, git me some air. I 
mean some sellin’ smalts—” 

Willie finally picked up Gertie’s red hat 
and brought it to her. Gertie was sitting on 
some steps, unwinding the snood from her 


windpipe. “It was a close call, Willie. 
Who’d think anybody would attackt—?” 

“How did you manage t’ drive him off, 
huh?” Willie asked, hoping that a certain 
cab driver would find his wife had run 
away when he got home. 

“Judo, Willie. I finally got that holt on 
him an’ I heard his arm snap. He yelled 
bloody murder but got away. My head was 
spinnin’ so an'—" 

“Let me brush off your fur coat, Gertie,” 
Willie said. “Huh, it sheds fast, don’t it?” 

“Who would want t kill me, Willie ?” | 

“There have been times when I— That’s 
right, who would besides—I mean it is funny, 
ain’t it?” 

*Ha-ha-a-a-a!" Gertie laughed. “Wa’n’t it 
a scream? I should strangle you, William 
Klump. Now see I git home this time!” 


At LAST Willie breathed a heavy sigh of 
relief when he saw Gertie to her door 
and heard her turn a key in the lock. He 
hurried out and went to the nearest drug 
store and found it still open. He asked the 
man at the prescription desk for the names 
of all the reputable doctors and otherwise 
who plied their trade in the immediate 
vicinity. 
“Got about thirty listed here, Mister,” 
the pharmacist said, looking at the badge 


[Turn page] 
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Willie flashed. “Somethin? wrong?" 

“Why no,” Willie said. “I just am askin’ 
in case I need some consultin’ when I get 
an awful disease. Let me write them down 
but fast.” 

Ten minutes later Willie was calling 
M.D.’s, working frantically on the process 
of elimination, The first three he called 
were not in. The fourth told Willie he 
was locking up and whatever ailed him 
could wait even if it was a severed jugular 
vein. 

“You should not make no hypocritical oath 
if you can’t treat sick people," Willie said, 
guessing that would hold the croaker. He 
kept calling. Three more wefe not having 
office hours. Then he called a Dr. Gulliver 
S. Quinch and asked could he see him right 
away if there was no patients ahead of 
him. -He was told that there were thirty- 
one.in the waiting-room. 

Willie sweated it out. Time was of the 
essence, even more so than Chenelle Number 
5. He kept dialing. Finally a Doctor 
Cadmus Armbuster answered his distress 
signal and said hygriedly. “Sorry, you 
better call up another physician. I have an 
emergency case I’m working on. Take me 
another half hour.” 

“Broken arm, huh?” Willie hazarded. 

“Why how did you know? Who is—?” 

“Your name,” Willie said. “It is a hunch. 
Armbuster. Ha ha!” 

“Ha-ha to you!” the M.D. said and hung 
up. 

Willie hurried over to the little apart- 
ment house on East Forty-Ninth where 
this croaker had his office and he stood in 
a doorway across the street and waited. 
Finally a citizen emerged, his left arm in a 
sling. He looked up and down the street 
before he started westward. William Klump, 
his manhunting blood at the boiling point, 
trailed his quarry to Seventh Avenue and 
Fifty-sixth Street and saw the winged citizen 
enter a hostelry of no mean repute. 

Casually Willie walked up to the desk and 
gave the clerk on duty a quick gander at 
his private detective’s badge and asked the 
name of the lodger with the arm in a sling 
who was standing by the elevators waiting 
for one to come down. 

“Him? Let’s see now. Oh, yes. Name 
is Pinzer. He and another man are in 
room Six hundred and eight. Look if 
you got a job to do make it quiet will you, 
Inspector?” 

“PU try,” Willie said and kept his face 
w from the elevators. “He gone up 
yet » 

“Just this minute, Inspector." 

"Lieutenant, Willie corrected, and 
walked across the lobby. He went upstairs 
and sneaked up to the door marked 608 
and put a big ear against it. He heard all 
he wanted to hear. 
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“But, Al, she was a pistol. She was half 
choked off when she threw me a dozen feet. 
If she'd had all her marbles I wouldn't be 
here at all. Oh, my arm!” 

“We gotta git that babe, see?” a very 
gravelly voice yelped. “Here we got it 
framed on that crook, Bigsy, an'—I'll git her 
myself. Somebody in that tavern oughter 
know where she lives. You lay low an'—" 

“Good luck, Al.” 

Willie waited. Out of the room came a 
very substantial-looking character, clad in 
a big polo coat and green fedora. Willie 
stuck out a foot and Al made a one point 
landing on his chin and Willie quickly strad- 
dled him and tried to find a Betsy on the 
rough boy’s person. None was forthcoming 
before the character with the sling made 
his appearance and in his good hand was 
clutched just what Willie needed. 

“Freeze, snooper!” Pinzer snarled. “Say, 
I've seen you somewhere—yeah, the guy that 
tipped us off about the tomater. Get up, Al, 
an’ we'll git him there an’ take care of the 
bum. I got a hunch this funny-lookin’ bozo 
has pulled a—" 

The big citizen started to get to his feet 
and then Willie saw something on the wall 
and remembered having seen one before. 
You broke the glass in case of fire. Pinzer 
fired just as Willie set the alarm off and the 
bullet passed close enough to the big crook 
to sting him. 

"Ow-w-w-w-w!" the big character 
screeched and Willie clung to him and used 
him for a shield. A door opened down the 
hall and a neat-looking number in a filmy 
wrap saw the rhubarb and began screeching. 
More doors opened and male and female 
voices blended and resolved into an uproar 
you only expected to hear at a Giant-Pack- 
ers game. 

“Let’s scram, Al,” the crook with the Betsy 
yipped. “I'll grab the stuff. You hold that 
mug off. Here, catch the gun!” 

Al tried to make a nice catch but Willie 
Klump hit him with a fire-pail just as it 
struck against his avid palms., The husky 
gee collapsed once more and then Willie 
picked up the baby howitzer and invaded 
the nefarious citizen’s room and caught 
Pinzer reaching under the bed for a satchel. 

Willie let go with his right foot and the 
unlawful one slid out of sight for a moment. 
Pinzer was trying to put bullets up through 
the beauty-rest mattress just as the manager 
of the hotel, three house detectives, and six 
cops took over. 

“Whoever you are, pack up your things 
and leave at once!” the manager said and got 
Willie by the nape of the neck. “What are 
you tryin’ t’ do, wreck the—?” 

“Oh, stop,” Willie said. “Help me get 
what is under the bed out. He is a robber 
and he also knocked off somebody. Could 

[Turn page] 
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moved in seconds, scien- 
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injuring or squeezing the 
skin. VACUTEX creates a 
gentle vacuum around the 
blackhead, cleans oat hard. 
to-reach places in a jiffy 


Germ laden hands never touch the 


JUST 3 EASY STEPS 


Yes, in a jiffy, VACUTEX removes 
blackheads, painlessly and harmlessly. 
You have blackheads—then appl: 
VACUTEX, and then presto, chango, 
they’re out. 


10 DAY TRIAL OFFER 


Don't wait until embarrassing criti- 
olsm makes you act. Don't risk losing] 
out on popularity and success because 
of ugly, dirt-clogged pores. ACT NOW! 
Enjoy the ;hrill of having a clean skin,| 
free of pore-clo; g 
blackheads. 


claim. Tf you are not completely satis- 
fied your $1.00 will be immediately, 
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Benjamin N. Bogue, Dept. 4254, Circle 
Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind. 
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!you make hash without choppin' up some 
potaters? I am a detective. Don't let that 
big slob in the polo coat git away !" 

*He won't move for a week," a house dick 
said. “Who hit him with the axe?" 

“Look,” Willie said, opening a satchel. 
“This is not broken glass. They are dia- 
monds belongin' to a guy I met an' worth— 
come on out, Pinzer, with your hands up. 
Well, the good one, anyway !" 

“Cripes,” a house dick said. 
ice, Mr. Whetstone." 

"Take a print of this heel—I mean the 
heel of his shoe," Willie said. “Also, APs. 
He is the big one out there. If it matches 
with a print I got on a piece of paper some- 
wheres—and don't forget t' vacuum this lit- 
tle mug's suit as I think there is yeller hairs 
on it, like grows on them fluffy cats. He tried 
to strangle my girl who wears a fur coat the 
color—git me an aspirin." 


*Look at the 


ELLY, known at Satchelfoot, did not 

hear about Willie's coup until he ar- 
rived for work early the next morning. When 
he found out Willie had pinned the works on 
the two characters named Al Hambra and 
Squint Pinzer, he walked around the D.A.'s 
desk, banging his fists against his head. 
“How did the cluck do it?" he wanted to 
know. 

“Him? Said it was because of a poker 
game he played with you, Kelly. His girl 
bawled him out for losin', and told him he 
should make out he had somethin' even when 
he didn't. So he made out he had a witness 
when he didn't, Kelly. Figured if he told 
it in enough places, that underworld grape- 
vine would pick it up. They trailed the wit- 
ness who was Klump's girl friend an’ she 
had a narrow escape. They nearly strangled 
her with her snood an’—” 

“They could've killed her," 
uo Neg “Oh, that—!” 

he D.A. grinned. “When I reminded 
Klump of that he laughed. ‘She was trained 
by commandos,’ he says. Anyway the crooks 
forgot to bring a truck. Quite a character, 
isn’t he, Kelly? Well, he had it all sewed 
up. We vacuumed Pinzer’s suit, found 
scraps of fur on it. That heel print on the 
piece of paper Klump found in that loft— 
roduced the diamonds—” 
hat dame know?” Satchelfoot asked 
with a leer. 

“Yes. We've sent for her because we have 
to have the coat to prove Pinzer—oh get 
out of here, Kelly.” 

“Yeah, he won’t live long, then. I’m happy 
now, D.A. About Bigsy. Why wouldn’t M 
alibi?" 

"If you were violating your parole some- 
where,” the D.A. said, “would you own up 
and go back to the hoosegow, Kelly? Idon't 
know what it was he was doing because we 
can't prove anythin’, but Bigsy knew we 


Satchelfoot 


74 


couldn’t pin this one on him even though 
that Al Hambra didn’t confess he tried to 


frame Bigsy with the forget-me-not. Go 

away I'm busy. 4 WAYS To Be 
Willie Klump was in his office, his file ü 

cabinet and desk pushed against the door, You r Own Bo SS ° 


and he listened for the sound of an yten a — 
door sliding shut and the sound of familiar| | Now, morethan ever before, is the right time 
footsteps. At exactly eleven ayem, his vigil start a small profitable business of your own. .. 


i i i or train yourself for a 
was rewarded. Gertie Mudgett tried his trade iat = ppt independent. "X ODAT 


door, then knocked, then began to kick it. take your first step, without cost or obligation. 


“Come out, Willie. I'll wait here until € will 
ou start starvin'," Gertie yelped. "Tried to Just mail eoupon: cand. courses listed h 


ave me bumped off, huh? So you framed 
me as a witness an’ had a gorilla trail me an’ 
almost tied my gullet in a knot. William 
Klump, I have got a trench knife McGurkle 
give me an’—” 

“Now, Gertie,” Willie pleaded, “let me 
explain. I slipped up a little that night. A 
cab driver—well, I fergot what I’d cooked 
up for a minute. Then when you broke the 
crook’s arm I had a swell lead. So you are 
like The Lean Man’s Wife, huh? You said 
you wanted to help me solve crimes like in 
the radio, huh? An’ you said to make out 
you had somethin’ when you didn’t if you 
wanted t’ win. Le’s forget it, huh?” 

“McGurkle said to turn this knife around 
when you jab a guy with it, Willie,” Gertie 
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Mudgett said. “Are you goin’ to come out? 
ow. long is your rent good for?” 

“Ha, I am a month ahead,” Willie said. 
“I have two boxes of soda crackers, a pound 
of coffee, a dozen eggs an’ a crumb bun. I 
can hold out. Be reasonable, Gertie.” 

“Almos’ strangled with my own snood,” 
Gertie mumbled. “PI wait, William Klump.” 

Willie finally had to call the cops and have 
them take Gertie Mudgett away. She al- 
most got the book thrown at her for being 
in possession of a dangerous and murderous 
weapon and the D.A. said he would put her 
on probation for awhile if she would forget 
her homicidal mania. Willie K'ump finally 
came down and had her released. 

Two hours later she was chasing him up 
Broadway not far from the Polo Grounds. 
Willie finally shook her and grabbed a sub- 
way downtown. Reaching his room he 
packed his suitcase and arranged for a 
Te e of residence immediately. He would 
call Gertie up in about a week. If things 
had not changed with her, he would consider 
leaving town, 


Men WANTED 


By the U. S. Maritime Service 


A? THE fury of the war in Europe mounts 
and as MacArthur's men inch nearer and 
nearer to the Japanese homeland in an effort 
to recapture our lost territories, the demand 
for military supplies will grow greater and 
greater. 

That job of supply falls to the U. S. Mari- 
time Service—it's their job to "deliver the 
goods." To keep this vital life-line to our 
far-flung fronts intact, more ships and crews 
to man them are needed. The War Shipping 
Administration is getting the new ships—get- 
ting them at the rate of three per day. As 
each new vessel slides down the waterway a 
trained crew must be ready to press it into 
service. 

The U. S. Maritime Service urgently needs 
men—5,000 new trainees per month are needed 
and as future invasions in the Pacific are 
staged the need will continue. 

Physically qualified men between 17 and 
50 are eligible to join the U. S. Maritime 
Service provided they haven’t been called for 
induction into the armed forces. Men from 
17 to 35% are offered specialized training in 
deck, engine, radio or purser-hospital depart- , 
ments and men up to 50 are eligible for the 
Steward's department. 

The U. S. Maritime Service offers enrollees 
good pay while training, opportunities for 
promotion, a job with a postwar future, 
travel, and a chance to do their part toward 
helping win the war. 

'Those interested are asked to apply at their 
nearest U, S. Maritime Service Enrolling Of- 
fice or any branch of the U. S. Employment 
Service. 


DEATH BY PROXY 


(Concluded from page 49) 


Cann aimed a second kick at the lowered 


chin and Smith collapsed, unconscious, 

At that moment the door of the room 
opened with a crash and French rushed in 
with a drawn six-shooter. 

He stared—dumbfounded—at the uncon- 
scious man on the floor, then stepped over 
and released McCann. McCann’s first act 
was tear the gag from his mouth. Then lie 
rubbed his numbed wrists as French knelt 
down and snapped a pair of handcuffs on 


Smith. 
“What happened to 


French stood up. 
him?” 

McCann grinned. “I kicked him. There’s 
German efficiency for you. He forgot to tie 
my legs.” He looked quizzically at French. 
“What did you bust in for? I could have 
handled him myself.” 

French thumbed toward the doorway 
where the native policeman was standing 
with popping eyes. 

“He got your danger signal, McCann, 
listened at the door, then notified me. I 
came at once, We listened at the door and 
heard everything Smith said. Funny, isn’t 
it, how the Heinies will brag if they get the 
chance.” French laughed. “I saved your 
life, you ungrateful hound.” 

McCann’s lips curled into a smile. “You 
didn’t,” he said stubbornly. “My long legs 
saved my life.” 

"They're long enough,” French agreed. 
“Tve always wondered what they were good 
for except to twist them around my wicker 
chairs. Now I know. I'll make no more 
cracks. There are other things you can do 
with them, even if it isn't along anthro- 
pological lines." 
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SHEEP, a $2.00 mystery novel by Frances 
and Richard Lockridge starring the famous 
sleuthing pair, Mr. and Mrs. North. 
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OFFICIAL BUSINESS 


(Continued from page 6) 

so confident that no one was watching closely. 

But what had he gained? He was loose, 
with a murder charge—an attack charge and 
an escape charge against him. He would be 
hunted down as a homicidal maniac—perhaps 
shot at sight if they judged he was too dan- 
gerous to arrest. What could he do against 
the entire police. force and an administration 
out for his scal 

The answer, Fiend deri is plenty! Amos 
Black hadn't had Commando training for 
naught. You'll find this exciting novel in the 
next issue under the title MURDER NIGHT- 
MARE, by Norman.A. Daniels, It's an in- 
genious, baffling thriller with action all the 
way through and an ending that will surprise 


you. 
The Death Patrol 


Speaking of ingenious bafflers, consider for 
a moment another of the grand yarns in the 
issue: THE DEATH PATROL, a novelet by 
Curtiss T. Gardner, up-and-coming spinner of 
detective tales. 

Pfc. Franklin McGinnis, better known as 
Mac, was an M.P. on a Florida express, carry- 


| ing soldiers to Camp Blanding. Mac’s run 


was from Richmond, Virginia to Starke, 
Florida and back. Each time he pulled in to 
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Richmond he had a 48 hour lay over, during 
which time he was supposed to be in Rich- 
mond. However, Mac had a girl in New York 
and he used those 48 hours to dash up and see 
her. Technically speaking, he was A.W.O.L., 
though he couldn’t see how it hurt anybody 
since he was off duty anyway. 

However, Commander Bennett of Navy In- 
telligence didn’t see it that way. He spotted 
Mac on the train between New York and 
Philadelphia, called the M.P. into his state- 
room. 

“If this were the first time," Commander 
/Bennett said, “I might forget it. But you've 
made it a regular practice. I’m going to re- 
port you to Colonel Fielding. If he makes an 
example of you, it's your own fault. Dis- 
missed!” 

Mac saw his prospective promotion go glim- 
mering. The glimmer got worse when Colonel 
Fielding, Provost Marshal of Camp Blanding, 
got on the train. But there seemed one way 
out. He heard Col. Fielding say he was not 
going right back to Camp Blanding, but was 
stopping over at Aberdeen Proving grounds. 
All he had to do was to keep Commander 
Bennett from seeing Col. Fielding until the 
train reached Aberdeen! 

How? Mac took the direct way. He swiped 
the key to the naval Commander’s compart- 
ment from the porter and coolly locked Ben- 
nett in. Then he started to sweat and shake 
and he continued to sweat and shake until 
Aberdeen was reached and Col. Fielding got 
safely off. 

A Startling Surprise 


Limp with relief, Mac rushed back to the 
compartment, unlocked the door, covering up 
the noise by knocking, and stepped inside. A 
brand new and very unpleasant surprise 
awaited him. Commander Bennett was dead. 
There was a small hole in his blue uniform, 
right over the heart. His shirt was stained 
with blood. 

And Franklin McGinnis, M.P.—not to men- 
tion A.W.O.L.—was right on the well known 
spot! 

From Philly to Starke, Florida, Mac plays 
hide and seek on the train with Death as the 
referee and his own neck as prize in the game. 
Being found out was only part of his head- 
ache. Who had actually murdered Com- 
mander Bennett? Was he still on the train 
and could Mac catch him? 

THE DEATH PATROL is as pretty a puz- 
zle as you have ever seen. You'll enjoy tus- 
sling with it. And most of all, you'll applaud 
the answer which Private First Class Franklin 
McGinnis digs up! 

In addition to these headliners, our next 
issue will bring you a varied assortment of 
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Diploma Anatomy Charts and age 

Hilustrated Book F FREE—Now! THE Koola 
Shio St, Chicago 11, we ee ioo Y. 


HUNTING : asd FISHING 


D PAN 
Rockford, lilinois 


378-R Frontier Bldg. 
Buffalo 1, N. Y 





SEND NO 
MONEY! 





is a 

med full er Aetra "asime, 
eampin; and’ b ng 
Stories and pictures, a 
able information about guns, 
fixhing tackle, law 
Changes, best places to fish 
and  hunt- countless ideas 
that will ad 

your 


Pon T iie 
rs Fishing for e intha. ç 
HUNTING = pene 

MAQA 
287 Pen aE Ans 
Boston Massachusetts 


shorter stories guaranteed to please the most 
exacting tastes. Be on hand to enjoy them. 





Letters from Readers 

HAE the fun of being an editor is in get- 

ting the bouquets and occasional brick- 
[ves you folks toss this way. Remember, you 
can put your words on a penny postcard if you 
don't happen to have some paper and en- 
velopes around, and we'll appreciate it just as 
much as a sealed letter. 

We like to know what you think of the vari- 
ous stories from month to month because our 
job is hunting for the best we can get. And 
one man's meat is another man's poison, to 
wit: 

The best thing in years is the new circus series 
with Rolph Burnham you're running. Wotta man! 
You can have Crosby, Sinatra and Tarzan—I'll take 
Burnham. 

Carole Hughes, Jersey City, N. J. 

Now there's an honest feminine reaction, 
At least one male feels this way about it: 

Say, who is this Rolph Burnham? Don't you think 
the author lays it on a little thick. That kind of wild 
excitement is more like the old nickel thrillers than 
a modern detective story. Me for more realism and 
less mellerdraymer. 

2 — Ca, Daniels, Ponca City, Okla. 

Our friend Daniels is a hard boiled realist. 
But don’t forget, Cap, that a circus is a world 
of "mellerdraymer"—all show and tinsel and 
dramatics and therefore the sort of atmos- 
phere which Thomson Burtis writes into it is 
natural to that environment where it might 
not be in any other. Don’t get us talking show 
business, bud, or you'll never get us to stop. 

Not to change the subject, here’s another 


lad with an idea. 

All my votes go to that astute sleuth, William 
Klump. Willie can make me laugh any old time and 
you know something? Anybody that does that in 
this vale of tears and sin is priceless. Vive le Willie 
Klump! 

—Sherman Taylor, Glens Falls, N. Y. 


Time’s running out, friends, so in spite of 
bales of other swell letters we’ve got to put 
out the lights and close up. Write in once in 
a while. Good or bad, we can take it. Just 
address The Editor, POPULAR DETEC- 
TIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York, 16, 
N. Y. Thanks. 


—THE EDITOR 


IMPORTANT NOTICE 


Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible to 
print enough copies of this magazine to meet the 
demand. To be sure of getting YOUR copy, place 
a standing or order with your regular newsdealer. 





WHAT CAN YOU SPARE 
THAT THEY CAN WEAR? 


Millions of suffering war victims need 
your used, serviceable shoes, garments 
and bedding. Give your clothing con- 


tributions to the United National Cloth- 
ing Collection, of which Henry J. Kaiser 
is National Chairman. 

The drive is on from April 1 to April 
30. Your local newspaper and radio will 
announce the location of collection de- 
pots near your home. 








TRAINED MEN NEEDEDIN 
NEW, ESSENTIAL INDUSTRY 






Plastics is a great new name; 

to get started in it is now. pportunities are 
unlimited. In your spare time, at home, 
can prepare to enter this important field. 
new, practical training plan 
help you realize your ambitions and win success. 
name and address today for FREE information. 


you 
A 
is now ready to 
Send 






— — — — — — —— e — e — — —sem )À ae 


AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. PA58 
Drexel Ave, at 58th St, Chicago 37, lil. 


City, State... 





Name......—.... 


WT | È 






j———— 
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DELL Ls 


-=== ————————————— 


do yu WORRY? 


worry and suffer any 
NL if we can help you? 
Try a Brooks Patented Air 
poanten- This marvelous 
ppliance for most forms of 
ducible rupture is GUARAN- 
TEED to bring YOU heavenly 
comfort and eri n mad and 
night—at work and plasor it 
costs you NOTHING. Thousands 
happy. Light, neat-fitting. No hard 
For men, women, and children. urable, cheap: 
Sent on trial to prove it. Not sold in stores. Beware 
of imitations, Write for Free Book on Rupture, no- 
risk trial order plan, and proof of results. All Core 
respondence Confidential. 


Brooks Company, 182-T State St., Marshall, Mich. 


ANALYZE HANDWRITING 


Earn C. G. A. Degree, Earn money analyzing handwriting, in^ 
business or nonai full or spare time, in your own Vocational 
ind Personal PróblemService, Successtul experts show you 
Ow, 3000 ecc illustrated lesson and GRAPHO ANALYST 
Al SS A.1.G.A.,1NC., 113, JOPLIN, MO. 








pads or springs. 





"KO security required! NO co-signers! NO salary assign- 
ments! $30 to $300. 00 BY MAIL on your signature alone, 

Character and earning ability the only requirement. Na~ 
‘onwide service. Fast, courteous, confidential. 


LOW COST LOANS! Ano soror companr 


‘Take as long as 12 months to repay. Interest charged only for time you 
have the mA and at Iowa's LOW LAWFUL RATE, Loans com- 
pleted QUICKLY. No red tape. No embarrassing investigation. If you 

pired OOP quickly or will need it B eso; write for loan papers today.. 


Ta name, address and occupa! 
POSTAL FINANCE CO, OEP. SIOUX CITY 5, IOWA 





SEND NO MONEY! 
Test Your Own Sight at home z our $ 
Sight Testers. GLASSES as lowas 
Í NONE BACK GUARANTEE com 


Sp isa Py Soe en sal 
pad poe every cent 'OU pay us, 


DAYS’ #3 


d 
TRIAL Oftort 3 you, wise. 


48. CATALOG and SCIEN- 
pene tel Se J k TIFIC Test Chart. Write 
TEST MILWAUREE AVE., DEPT 85. CHIEARO hie 








THERE’S A THRILL IN BRINGING A CROOK 
TO JUSTICE THROUGH SCIENTIFIC 


CRIME DETECTION! 


I have taught thousands this ping. pibe, 
pleasant profession. Let mo teach y in you 
own home. Learn Finger E P) j Tp ir 
Identification, Police Photography 

and Secret Service Methods thor- 

oughly, quickly, and a£ small cost. 


53% of All American Bureaus 


of ate enr students and graduates 
of I. You, too, can fit yourself to fill a 
Séeponsible ‘crime detection job with good pay and 
steady employment. But don't delay—get the de- 
tails now.. Let me show you how easily and com- FREE 1 ! ! 
pletely I can prepare you for this fascinating 
work, during spare time, in your own home. You nost un Thrilling 
may pay as you A. Write today... Now... “BL BOOK 
e sure “i stal OF CRIME” 


INST ITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 


1920 IU Ave. è Dept. 796-A e Chicago, lll. 


| PRINT ANY PHOTO 


ON PAPER, CLOTH. LEATHER OR WOOD 






Magic liquid takes only x minutes to repro- 
duce any snapshot on to stationery, hand- 
kerchiefs, ties, scarfs, etc. Use same picture 
over and over again if you wish. Won't wash 
off. Won’t harm negative or fabric it’s used 
, on. Personalize Cu belongings! 

An ideal gift. Complete outfit 

with full colors included, enough 
\ for 100 photos—only $100 
^. postpaid. Sent C.O.D. for $1.21. 


CHRISTY PHOTO SUPPLY NG 
u 7 


Dept. 919, 2835 N. Central, Chicago 34, 


STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 35 years expert in- 
struction—over 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B. 
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay- 
ments. Send for FREE BOOK. 

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
Det 54-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago I1, IIl. 


ENLARGEMENT 


of your Favorite Phoro 
| xum Ui FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM StuDi0s 


Just to get acquainted we wili maze a boautie 
ful 5 x 7 enlargement of any picture or noge- 
tive. Be sure to include color ot bait, eyes sad 
clothing and get our bargain offer for having 
your enlargement beautifully hand coiorea in 
olland mounted in your choice of handsome 
frames. Please enciose 10c and your orupmal 
picture or negative wit be returneo witn the 
free 5 x 7 enlargement postpaid. Act now! Limit 2 to a custome. 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS 
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Dept. 644, Hollywood, Calit. 


MEN 


This Horseshoe 
Ring, Handmade, 
Hand - engraved, 
inlaid with simu- 
lated peari. 18 3, 
KNOCKOUTS 
Shoeand shank of 
everlasting Monel 
Metal 1$ 
GUARANTEED 20 YEARS 
Supply is limited...rush your order SEND NO 
NEY, Pay Postman only $3.85, plus excise tax 
and postage. Return for refund in five days if not 
delighted. State size. Address: Dept. 442.4 


AMERICAN JEWELRY CO., Whosling, W. Va. 











Tarr is a definite LCS. type. The records of 
100,000 current students . . . nearly 5 million are you the 


students since 1891 . . . supply the outlines. 


Here's how the typical enrollee shapes up at ; 
the time of beginning his studies: A 

He is an adult. In wartime he is in the e e e 
Armed Forces or in vital production. But war 
or peace, good times or bad times, he is an 
"obsit man. Circumstances have prevented type of man? 
his attending a college but he is ambitious, 


one eee, 


intelligent, determined to acquire the special- e jreenture Te 
ized training that will help him in his present EN 
job and prepare him for a better one. i a Y 
Does the description fit you? Then you'll be n a 
interested in what I.C.S. helps these students unes ssssssss P. 
to achieve. In a single 30-day period we have Hug pet 
received as many as 635 student letters report- n i 
F " 124 mur yf, a 
ing advancement in salary and position. In a it n" 
period of 120 days we have received 1,920 E getan x 
such reports, š s$ 
Graduates include the presidents, board ecococoeog ge io E^ 8 "i500 
chairmen, chief engineers or chief chemists of CCo cc. eeqeett coco cco 
some of the largest steel, airplane, chemical, eececcoct, six goocerte 
railroad and electrical equipment companies RES: ses) vp m 
in the country. Thousands of others have reg- Geocecca M beccecese 
istered substantial successes in their chosen ecccccee 4 cocococG 
fields. Here’s the kind of coupon they signed c ee 
and mailed. on 


BOX 3966-D, SCRANTON 9, PENNA, 
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course before which I have marked X; 


Air Conditioning and Electrica! Courses i Eve stp! 
Plumbing Courses D Electrical Drafting i D Woolen Men 
Air Conditi C Electrical Engineering Shop Practice Business end | 
Heine on Gis P! bing B Power Ho Flectris sa 2 ieee Academic C. 
D Refrige team Litting Practical Electrician Ce 
Datum] aires E] Practical Telephony D Welding, Gaa and Eteotrio — E Acuna oy, [s D Aresee 
Chemical p overiRe d D Telegraph Engineering Business Correspondence 
(€ Analy ti Internal Combustion i D Business Management 


jemistry, Industrial Engines Courses Radio, Publie Ac 
Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel O Auto Technician ( Aviation Radio Operating H Poi Md ord es 
Petroleum Refining (O Plastics C) Diesel-Electrio D Radio Servicing E Commercial 
© Pulp and Paper Making H Diesel Engines © Gas Engines Rallroad Courses D Cost Accounting 


Civil Engineering, Archi- Mechanical Courses y O Federal Tax 
tectural and Mining Courses e 1 i g ten Sen O First Year College 
Arcbitectural Drafting r raf A O Locomotive Fireman 

Architecture O Flight E: Li Railroad Section Foreman 


e and Building Foreman ‘ork. 
Buide Estimat: ting eat Treatment of Metala Steam = Courses 
Civil En, Coal Mining D Industrial Engineering F3 Boilermaki: 
Contrac' ding Industrial Metallurgy 
peel goes ‘ec! 
ae iy ha Structural Blueprints B 
Sanitary Engineering Er Patternmsk 


Structural ja ga 


Shop Blueprin 


Beet Mo ate 
O Sheet-Metal Worker 


j—X—————————— AIG, = mene Addr OT .rassrsesssssesersoronsersnerecensssecnsesseeneen —— 
Working 
QUEM eroiiiiqen reet dipsnsapsss aro seco iio issis isi T ier siete o oras sses Position.......... ^. Hours .. A. M. t6, PM, 
Canadion residents send coupon to International Correspondence Behoola “Canadian, PUE Montreal, "Canada, 
British residents gond coupon to I. C. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2, England. 
DISCOUNT TO DISCHARGED VETERANS—SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES ' 








A Zee THE JACKE. 





bit h Sensational Saving . 








LADIES’—You’ll Love It! 

Take this jacket for carefree ease—and for that 
certain poise which being “in the know” on style 
gives you! That new low hipline is a “flash” from 
the fashion front. Perky shoulders! Suave yoke! 
You will adore its smart distinctive lines ... 
you will always enjoy its caressing warmth. It’s 
tailored of favorite Spun-Rite, justly popular for 
its wear... for its beauty! It will be your prop 
and mainstay, season in, season out. Select yours 


from one of these seasons latest shades: Camel 
Tan or Liberty Red. Sizes 12 to 20. 


Ladies! Men! Here’s the 
Jacket “buy” you've been 








waiting for. ere's quality, 
style, comfort and durability 
all combined in one to give 
you the finest, smartest jacket 
you'll find anywhere, regard- 
ess of price. And when you 
order the two together — one 
lady's and one man's jacket— 
you get two jackets for only 
$7.95. 






Save 95c! Everyone — wife 
and husband, girl-friend and 


E T must be fully satisfied with my purchase or will return within 10 days 
W for refund. 
i 


E Namo seesssessesoseosssecesoses eee 
LI 


E Address eoseeeeeeeeeteseooeoseeosotesssceescecoooooccosescecs WETS 





ve Wanted 





Jou 


Men's only 495 


Hurry! Quantities 
Are Limited 





MEN'S — Ideal for Sports-Leisure 


Here's a sturdy “he-man’s” jacket of a thousand and 
one uses that will keep pace with the fastest tempo of 
your busy day. Cut for real comfort—of “Spun-Rite” 
—magically flexible, water-repellent and shape-retaine 
ing as well as warm. Snappy yoked back. Genuine 
leather buttons for looks and wear. Grand, deep, 
saddlepockets. Split sides—so stride along as you 
will. You'll live in it from dawn "til night. Choose 
Camel Tan with the following choice of harmonizing 
colors: Forest Green or Luggage Brown. Check your 
size from 34 to 50 on the order coupon below. 


ee | 
g ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 1893-A 
E 500 N. Dearborn St., CHICAGO 10, ILL. 


Gentlemen: Send me the SPUN-RITE Jackets indicated below C.O.D. 


eceoccccecccececccce Please 


. State 








beau will want to order match- 


LADY'S JACKET Salo Price $3.95) 
g Check color wanted 


Camel Tan | Liberty Red 





ing jackets in comhinatian on 
this special bargain offer. You 
SEND NO MONEY! We'll 
ship C.O.D. plus a few cents 
postage. Tf you don’t agree 
this is the greatest Jacket Bar- 
gain you've ever seen for the 
price, return it within 10 days 
and your money will be cheer- 
fully refunded, 


Just Fill Out 
and Mail This 
Handy Order ! 
Coupon Today 










V ci 
1 City 


E Combination Price for | Man's & | Lady's Jacket Both only $7.95 





Li 5 Camel Luggage Forest 
g MEN'S JACKET Salo Prico $4.95 Tan with Brown Green 
H Check color wanted these: 


b , 480. 
V LADY’s 120, 140. 160. t8, 200 MAN'S seep seep Pra 


MY TOTAL PURCHASE AMOUNTS TO: $........ eese C. Os D. 
Jum sm um US UE DE RD UD NN UN NS NN ND ND ND ND ND DG ND ND ND ND NS GU NN ND IN UD US UD UN US UN UN 
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CHECK SIZES WANTED 
ag 
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BUY 
„U.S. WAR BONDS 
AND STAMPS 






Baby Ruth candy 


makes delicious cookies 





RECIPE ON 
EVERY WRAPPER 


Wir 


CURTISS CANDY COMPANY * Producers of Fine Foods * CHICAGO 13, ILLINOIS 





IF HE'S IN AMERICA 
SEND A BOX TO 
THE BOY IN CAMP 





